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Let  there  be  A/z^?c,  let  the  Mafter  touch 
Thejprighsly  String,  andjoftly  breathing  Flute. 

Ev'n  /ige  itfclj  is  cheer' d  with  Mujic ; 

It  wakes  a  glad  remembrance  of  cur  youth, 
C*ll$  back  paftjoys,  and  tuarmi  us  into  tranfport ! 

Route. 
If  to  it  merry's  to  le  wife,  to  be  wife  is  to  be  merry. 
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SONG — IN   THE  WEDDING  UJNC. 


1  SAW  what  fecm'd  a  harmiefs  child, 

With  wing*  and  bow, 
And  afpecSt  milJ, 
Who  fobb'd,  and  figh'd,  and  pin'd, 

And  bcgg'd  I  would  fume  boon  beflow 
On  a  poor  Jittle  boy  ftone  blind. 
Not  aware  of  the  danger,  I  inflant  complv'd, 

When  h-  drew  from  his  quiver  a  dart, 

Cry'd 

*  My  power  you  fhal!  know,' 
Then  tie  levelitd  his  bow, 

And  wounded  me  right  in  the  heart. 


BALLAD  -  IN   THE   CEStRTER, 


THERE  was  a  mil'er's  daughter 
J  Liv'd  in  a  certain  village, 

Who  made  a  mighty  flaughtcr  : 
|P  For  I'd  have  you  to  know 

Both  friend  and  foe, 
The  clown  and  the  beau, 
She  always  laid  low  ; 
And  her  portion,  as  I  undcrfland, 
Was  three  acres  of  land, 
Betides  a  mill, 
That  never  flood  flill, 
Some  flier p^and  a  cow, 
A  harrow  and  plough. 
And  other  thing*  for  tillage  : 
What  d'ye  think  of  my  miller's  daughter  ? 
A 
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This  miller's  pretty  daughter 

Was  a  damfel  of  fiich  fame  fir, 
That  knights  and  fquires  Ibught  her; 

But  they  foon  were  to!d 

That  fomc  were  too  bold, 

And  forne  too  cold, 

And  fome  too  old  ; 
And  flic  gave  them  to  imderftand 
That,  though  they  were  grand, 

She'd  never  he  fold  : 
For  fays  Betty,  fays  flic, 
Since  my  virtue  to  me 
i         Is  dearer  than  gold, 

Let  'em  go  from  whence  they  came  fir. 
What  d'ye  think  of  my  miller's  daughter  ? 
But  when  the  miller's  daughter 

Saw  Ned,  the  morrice- dancer, 
His  perfon  quickly  caught  her; 

For  who  fo  clean 

Upon  the  green 

As  Ned  was  fecn, 

For  her  his  queen : 

Then  blithe  as  a  king, 

His  bells  he'd  ring, 

And  dance,  and  iiag, 

Like  any  thine: — 

Says  he,  '  My  life, 

'  Woot  be  my  \vife?' 
A  blufh,  and  yes,  was  Betty's  anfwer. 
Vv  hat  d'ye  think  of  my  miller's  daughter  ? 

BALLAD IN    THE   WATERMAN. 


TWO  youths  for  my  love  are  contending  in  vain  ; 

For,  do  all  they  can, 
Their  luff 'rings  I  rally,  and  laugh  at  their  pain  ; 

Which,  which  is  the  man 

That  defervos  me  the  mod  ?  Let  me  afk  of  my  heart  ;- 
Is  it  Robin,  who  fniirks,  and  who  dreffes  fo  fmart  ? 
Or  Tom,  honed  Tom,  who  makes  plaimiefs  his  plan  ? 

Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 
Indeed  to  be  prudent,  and  do  what  I  ought, 

I  do  what  I  can  ; 
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Yet  f  n  rely  papa  and  mamma  are  in  fault  ; 

To  a  different  man 

Thev,  each,  have  advifed  me  to  yield  up  my  heart, 
Minima  praiics  Robin,  who  drefies  ib  ima-t  : 
Papa  honeft  Tom,  who  makes  plainnefs  his  plan  : 

Which,  which  is  the  man? 
T?e  kind  then,  my  heart,  and  hut  point  out  the  youth, 

I'll  do  what  I  can 
His  love  to  return,  and  return  it  with  truth; 

Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 

Be  kind  to  rny  wi  flies,  and  point  out,  my  heart, 
Is  it  Robin,  who  finirks,  and  who  dreffes  fo  i'murt  ? 
Or  Ti.m,  honeft  Tom,  who  makes  plainiid*  his  plan  ? 
Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 


BALLAD  -  IN   T'JE   WATERMAN. 


AND  did  you  not  hear  of  a  jolly  young  wattrmi'.n, 

Who  at  Black  frhr's  bridge  ufcd  for  to  ply  ; 

And  he  feather'd  his  o«-.rs  with  iuch  fkill  and  dexterity, 

Winning  each  heart,  and  delighting  each  tye 

He  Ipok'd  fo  neat,  and  row'd  ib  iUadily, 

The  maidens  all  flock  cl  in  his  boat  fo  readily, 

And  h;  ey'd  the  young  rogues  with  ib  charming  an  air, 

That  this  waterman  ne'er  was  in  want  of  A  lare. 

What  fights  of  fine  folks  he  oft  row'd  in  hi*  wherry, 

'  f  was  clian'd  out  fo  nice,  and  1  >  paiiitta  withal  ; 

He  was  always  fi-.il  oafs  \vlu.n  tl>e  line  city  ladies 

In  a  party  to  Ranelagh  went,  or  V-taxhall 

And  oftentimes  would  they  bi1  .^i.^^'in.   and  leering, 

But  'twas  all  t>ne  to  Tom,  thjpr  jibing  and  jeering, 

For  loving  or  liking  he  littflffik!  care. 

For  this  waterman  ne'er  was  in   want  of  a  fare. 

And  yet  hut  to  fee  how  flrangcly  things  happen, 

As  lie  row'd  along,  chfhkiug  of  nothing   at  all, 

He  was  plv'd  by  a  flaruj4^o  lovely  and  rhanning, 

Thru  flic  i'i::i!'d,  and  <<i  (iraitway  in  love  he  did  tV.ll. 

And  wo'i!d  this  young  dani!\l  but  banifh  his  forrow, 

He'd  wed  IKT  to  niglit,  b'.f.ire  t.>-ni(«  ro\v, 

And  how  fhould  this  '.\a.erman  ever  knr>w  ,-:ire, 

WI:cn  lie's  married,  ai,d  never  in  v.  ?.r.'.  of  a  !;re. 
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BALLAD IN   THE  \VATERMAN. 


N  farewd  my  trim-built  wherry, 

Oars,  and  ca.\t,'  ;::-.  i  badge  farewef; 
Never  more  at  Chclic.t  ferry, 

Shall  your  Thomas  take  a  fpell. 
Eat  to  hope  and  peace  a  flranger, 

In  the  battle's  heat  I'll  go, 
Where  expofcd  to  every  danger, 

Some  friendly  ball  may  lay  rne  Is--. 
Then,  may-  hap,  when  homeward  fleering, 

With  the  news  my  meflrnates  come, 
Even  you,  the  ftory  hearing, 

With  a  figh  may  cry  poor  Tom  ! 


BALLAD  -  IN    THE    WATERMAN. 


INDEED.  Mifs,  fuch  fwecthearts  33  I  am, 

I  I.incy  you'll  meet  with  but  few, 
To  love  you  more  true  I  defy  them, 

I   always  am  thinking  of  you. 
There  are  maidens  would  have  me  in  plenty, 

Nell,  Cicely,  I'rifcilla,  and  Sue, 
Bat  inftea:!  of  all  thcfe  were  there  twenty, 

I  never  lliould  think  but  of  )ou. 
Falfe  hearts  all  your  money  may  fquauder, 

And  only  have  pleafure  in  view, 
Ne'er  from  you  a  moment  1'il  wander, 

Unlefs  to  get  money  for  you. 
The  tide,  when  'tis  ebbing. and  flowing, 

Is  not  to  the  moon  half  fo  true, 
Nor  my  oars  to  their  time  when  I'm  rowing, 

As  my  heart,  my  fond  heart  is  to  you. 


BALLAD — IN    THE    COBLER. 

'TWAS  in  a  village,  near  Caftlcbury, 
A  cobler  and  Li;  wife-  did  dwell; 

And  for  a  time  m>  two  fo  merrv. 
Their  happiuefs  no  tongue  can  te!f. 
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Evil  to  this  couple,  the  neighbours  tell  us, 

Something  did  happen  that  caus'd  much  ftrife, 

For  goii;g  to  a  neighb'ring  alehuiifc, 
The  man  got  drunk  and  beat  his  wife, 

But  though  he  treated  her  fo  vilely, 

What  did  this  wife,  good  creature  do? 
Kept  i'mig,  and  iouud  a  method  flily 

To  wring  his  heart  quite  through  and  through  : 

For  Dick  the  rapfter  and  his  m;ifhr, 

By  the  report  that  then  was  rife, 
Were  both  in  hopes,  by  this  difuftcr, 

To  gain  the  cobler  s  pretty  wife. 

While  things  went  on  to  rack  and  ruin, 

And  all  their  furniture  WHS  fold, 
!»he  feem'd  to  approve  what  each  was  doing, 

And  got  from  each  a  purfe  of  gold. 

So  when  the  coblcr'»  cares  were  over, 

He  fwore  to  lead  an  altcr'd  life, 
To  mind  his  work,  ne  er  be  a  rover, 

And  love  noulhcr  than  his  wife. 

BALLAD IN     THK    SKRAGLIO. 


THE  world's  a  ftrange  world,  child,  it  mud  be  conftfr, 

We  all  of  dirtrefs  h.ive  our  (hare; 
But  fincc  I  mil  ft  Irmgglc  to  live  with  the  reft, 

By  my  troth  'tis  no  great  matter  where. 
We  all  mud  pm  up  with,  what  fortune  has  i'cnf, 

Be  therefore  one'*  lot  poor  or  rich, 
So  there  is  but  a  portion  c.f  cafe  and  content, 

By  my  troth  'tis  no  great  inaUtr  whit  Is. 

A  living's  a  living,  and  fo  there's  an  cud  ; 

If  one  hoiieftly  gets  juft  enow, 
And  fomething  to  fparr  for  the  w'ants  of  a  friend, 

By  my  troth  'tis  no  great  matter  how. 
In  this  world  about  nothing  \ve  bufy'd  appear  ; 

Anu  I've  faitl  it  again  and  again, 
Since  quit  it  one  muft,  if  ones  confcience  be  clear, 

By  my  trotii  'tis  DO  great  matter  when. 
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..^>.-~^>..<5^5^><^E>  ,.<  -x..<w.. 
RONDEAU — IN   THE  SERAGLIO. 


Blow  high,  blow  low,  let  tempeflt  tear, 

The  main  mart  by  the  board  ; 
My  heart,  with  thoughts  of  thee,  my  dear, 

And  love  well-ftor'd, 
Shall  brave  all  danger,  fcorn  all  fear, 

The  roaring  winds,  the  racing  fea, 
In  hopes  on  fhrrc 
To  be  once  m   re 

Safe  moor'd  with  thce. 
Aloft  while  mountains  high  -we  go, 

The  whirling  winds  that  feud  along, 
And  the  furge  roaring  from  be!ow, 

Shall  my  fignal  be- 

To  think  on  thee 

And  this  fhall  he  my  fong. 

Elow  high,  blow  low,  &c. 
And  on  that  night  when  all  the  crew 

The  mem'ry  of  their  former  lives, 
O'er  flowing  can<  of  flip  renew. 

And  drink  their  fwetthfarts  and  their  wive*, 
I'll  heave  a  figh,  and  think  on  ;hee; 
And,  as  the  fPip  roMs  through  the  fea, 
The  burthen  of  my  fong  fliall  be 

Elow  high,  £c. 


BALLAD  —  IN   THE    SERAGMO. 


THE  little  birds,  as  well  as  you, 

I've  mark'rl  with  anxious  c  ire. 
How  free  their  pleafnrts  they  purfue, 

How  void  of  cvei  y  care. 
But  birds  of  various  kinds  you'll  meet, 

Some  conilar.t  to  their  love<?  : 
Are  chatf'ring  fparrows  half  fo  fweet 

As  tender  cooing  doves  ? 
Birds  have  th^ir  p:'i*'e,  like  human  kind, 

iiomc  on  their  notes  prefumc, 
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Some  on  their  form,  and  lome  you'll  find 

Fond  of  a  gaudy  plume. 
Some  love  a  hundred:;  fome  you'll  meet 

Still  conftant  to  their  loves; 
Are  cha.t'ring  fparrows  hall  fo  fwcct 

As  tender,  cooing  doves  ? 


SONG  --  IN   POOR  VULCAN. 


VENUS  now  no  more  behold  me, 

But  an  humble  vHage  <tai,:e, 
Coarfe  and  ho.nciy  trappings  fold  me, 

And  IVlifbrefs  Maudlin  is  my  name. 
Yet  here  no  lefa  is  paid  fhat  duty 

i'ver  due  to  Venus's  worth, 
Not  more  infcnfible  of  beauty 

Than  gods  in  heaven,  are  men  on  earth. 


BALLAD  —  IN  POOR  VULCAN. 

THAT  nature's  every  where  the  fame, 
Each  paffin<>  day  difcovers; 
For  that  in  me 
Somt  charms  they  fee, 
Eeho'd  me,  though  a  country  dame, 

Leading  a  crowd  of  lovers. 

My  fporting  fquire  to  keep  at  bay 

The  courfe  I'll  double  over, 

Whilft  he,  intent 

On  a  wrong  fcent  , 

Sh  ill  always  find  me  ftole  away 

When  he  cries  '  Hark  to  cover.' 
With  new-coin'd  oaths,  my  grenadier 
May  tliin'i  to  Rorm  and  blufter, 
And  fwear  by  Mars, 
My  eves  are  fta*-0, 
Th?t  light  t('  love  :  —  he'll  fo^n  fi'id  here 

Such  ftuff  wj'l  ne'er  pa  ft  rnufter. 
Thus  will  I  ferve  thofe  l-diftruft, 
Firil  laugh  at,  then  rcfufe  'ein  ; 
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But,  ah  !  not  fo 
My  fhepberd  Joe? 
He  like  Adonis  look'd,  when  fir  ft 
I  prefs'd  him  to  my  buibm. 


BALLAD  —  IN   POOR  VULCAN. 


THE  moment  Aurora  pesi>'d  into  my  room, 
I  put  on  my  deaths,  and  I  call'd  to  my  groom ; 
And,  my  head  heavy  (till,  from  the  fumes  of  laftniglxr, 
Took  a  bumper  of  brandy  to  fet  all  things  right ; 
And  now  were  well  ['addled  Fleet,  Dapple,  and  Cray, 
Who  feem'd  longing  to  hear  the  glad  found  hark  away. 

Will  WhifUe  by  tlm  had  uncoupled  his  hounds, 
Whofe  extacy  nothing  couid  keep  vithin  bounds; 
Firfl  forward  cnme  Jowler,  then  Scentweil,  then  Snare, 
Three  better  {launch  harriers  ne'er  ftarted  hare; 
Then  Sweetlips,  then  Driver,  then  Staunch,  and  then  Traj, 
All  ready  to  open  at  hark,  hark  away. 

'Twat  now  by  the  clock  about  five  in  the  morn, 
And  wt  all  gallop'd  oif  :o  the  found  of  the  horn  j 
Jack  Gater,  ijil!  Babler,  and  Dirk  at  the  gun, 
And  by  thib  time  the  merry  Tom  I7airp'ay  made  one,. 
Who,  while  we  were  jogging  on  blithfome  and  gay. 
Sung  a  fong,  and  the  chorus  was — Hark,  halk  away. 

And  now  Jemmy  Lurcher  had  every  bufh  beat, 
And  no  fign?  of  madam,  nor  trace  of  her  fett ; 
Nay,  we  jiift  had  began  our  hard  fortunes  to  curfe, 
When  a  1  of  a  fuch'eri  out  Marts  rniftrefs  Pufs  ; 
Men,  horfes,  and  dog*  all  the  glad  cail  ol>f  y, 
And  echo  was  heard  to  cry — Hark,  hark  away. 

The  chafe  was  a  fine  one.  flic  took  o'er  the  plain, 
Which  fiit  doubled,  and  doubled,  and  doubled  again; 
Till  at  laft  fhe  to  coy  r  return'd  out  of  breath, 
Where  I  and  Will  Whiftle  were  in  at  the  d.-arh; 
Then  in  triumph  for  you  1  the  hare  diddifplay, 
And  cry'd,  to  the  horns  my  boys,  hark,  ha^k  away, 
~<v-  ..<v~  <5»;  <iae>  <siSj  «^> ..  «<>  . 

BALLAD — IN  POJR  VULCAN. 

COME  all  ye  gem'men  volunteers, 
Of  glory  who  would  fhare, 
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.And  leaving  with  your  wives  your  fears, 

To  the  drum  head  repair  ; 
Or  to  the  noble  ferjeant   Pike, 
Come,  come,  without  delay, 
You'll  enter  into  prefent  p.5.)', 
My  lads  the  bargain  ftrike. 
A  golden  guinea  and  a  crown, 
Betides  the  Lord  knows  what  renown, 
His  majefly  the  donor, 
And  if  you  die, 
Wh-v  then  you  lie 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  honor. 
Does  any  'prentice  work  too  hard, 

Fine  cloaths  would  any  wear, 
Would  any  one  his  wife  difcard, 
To  the  drum  head  repair. 

Or  to  the,  &c. 
Is  your  eflats  put  out  to  nurfe, 

Are  you  a  caft-oiT  heir, 
Have  you  no  money  in  your  purfe, 
To  the  drum  head  repair. 
Or  to  the,  &c. 


BALLAD  —  IN  POOR  VULCAN. 

COME,  every  man  now  give  his  toaft, 
Fill,  up  the  glafs,  I'll  tell  you  mine, 
\Virc  is  the  midrefs  I  love  moft, 

This  ii  my  toaft  —  now  give  me  thine. 
Well  faid  my  lad,  ne'er  let  it  ftand, 

I  give  my  Chloe,  nymph  divine, 
My  love  and  wine  go  hand  in  hand  ;— 

This  is  my  toaft  —  now  give  me  thine. 
Fill  up  your  glaffes  to  the  brink, 

Hebe  let  no  one  dare  Decline, 
Twas  Hebe  taught  me  firfk  to  drink:— 

'1  his  is  my  twaft  —  now  give  me  thine. 
liem'men  I  give  my  wife,  d'ye  fee; 

May  all  to  make  her  bleft  combine, 
So  fl  e  be  far  enough  f>om  me  ;  — 

This  is  my  toad,  now  give  me  thine; 
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Let  conftant  lovers  at  the  feet 

Of  palc-fac'd  wenches  figh  and  pine, 
Jor  me  the  firft  kind  girl  I  meet 

Shall  be  my  toad  —  now  give  me  thine. 
Yon  toaft  your  wife,  and  you  your  lafs, 

My  hoys,  and  welcome;  here's  the  wine, 
For  my  part,  he  who  fills  my  glafs 

Shall  be  my  toaft  —  now  give  me  thine. 
Spirit,  my  lads,  and  toaft  away, 

I  have  ftil!  one  witk  yours  to  join  ; 
That  we  may  have  enough  to  pr.y  : 

This  is  my  toaft  —  now  give  me  thine. 


BALLAD  —  IN  POOR  VULCAW. 


MADAM,  you  know  my  trade  is  war, 

Asid  wh?.t  fhould  I  deny  it  for? 

Wht .iie'er  the  trumpet  louqds  from  far, 

1  lorjg  ro  hn.ck  a;ui  hew; 
Yet  j.ii-iiain  credit  v/iiai  1  fay, 
Were  !  this  Piorrtrnr  cal-'d  away, 
-'  .  •  df  i  ;-'\  'ii  array, 

I'd  r..:ficr  it'^v"  wi  !i  rou. 

Did  driin;*  and  fprightly  trumpets-  found, 
Did  Oeath  ai:(]  Carnage  fta'.k  ai-.und, 
Did  els  ing  ho'fes  bite  the  ground, 

H;.d  we  no  hope  in  view; 
Were  the  v.-hole  army  iof^in  fmokr, 
Were  they  the  lalt  wards  that  L  fpoke, 
I'd  fay,  and  datn'me  it  I,joke, 

I'd  rather  flay  with  you. 
Did  the  foe  charge  us  front  and  rear, 
Did  e'en  the  bravtft  face  appear 
Imprefs'd  with  figns  of  mortal  fear, 

Tll»ugh  ne^'Ci   veteran  knew 
So  terrible  and  hot  a  ( 
Though  all  my  laurtli  it  (liould  blight, 
Though  I  fhould  loofe  fo  fine  a  fight, 

I'd  rather  ft.iy  \vi;h  you. 
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DUET. 


JOE. 

WHEN  Serjeant  Belfwagger,  that  mafcuh'ne  brute, 
One  day  had  been  drinking,   to  fwear  a  recruit, 
He  kifs'd  you,  I  faw  him,  or  e!fe  may  I  die, 
And  you  cruel  Maudlin,  ne'er  once  cry'd  O  fie  ! 
Again,  when  the  fquire  had  come  home  from  the  chafe, 
You  receiv'd  Hm,  O  Gods,  with  a  fmile  on  your  face, 
Henceforth,  then,  my  flieep  harum  ikarum  may  run, 
For  Maudlin  ib  faithlefs,  and  1  am  undone. 
M4UBUN. 

Ah,  Joe !  you're  a  njood  one;  one  day  in  my  place— 
My  hufband  at  home — I  was  forced  to  fend  Grace  : 
I  know  for  a  truth,  which  you  cannot  gainfay, 
You  touzlcd  her  well  on  a  cock  of  new  hay. 
Nay,  fwore  you'd  be  hers — and,  what  is  woife  yet, 
That  you  only  lov'd  me  juft  for  what  you  cnuld  get; 
As  for  charms  then  I  ne'er  will  believe  1  have  one; 
For  Joey  is  faithlefs,  and  I  am  undone. 

JOE. 

Will  you  know  then  the  truth  on't  ?  T  tou7,'d  her  I  own, 
Though  I  rather  oy  half  would  have  left  it  alone ; 
But  I  did  it  to  fee  if  you  jealous  would  prove, 
For  that,  people  fay,  is  a  fure  llgn  of  love. 

MAUDLIN. 

And  for  me,  if  the  fquire  faid  foft  things  in  my  ear, 
I  iuffer'd  it,  thinking  he'd  call  for  ftrong  beer; 
And  as  to  the  ierjeant,  'tis  always  a  rule, 
One  had  better  be  kifs'd,  than  be  tcaz'd — by  a  fool. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  QUAKER. 

I  LOCK'D  up  all  my  treafure, 

I  journied  many  A  mile, 
And  by  my  grief  did  meafure 

The  patting  time  the  while. 
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My  bufinefs  done  and  over, 
I  haften'd  back  back  amain, 

Like  an  expecting  lov:  r, 
To  view  it  once  again. 

But  this  delight  was  ftifled, 

As  it  began  to  dawn  : 
I  found  the  cafket  rifled, 

And  all  my  treafure  gone. 


SONG — IN   THE   QVAKER. 


\VOMFN  are  Will  o'  th'  V/ifp?  'tis  pVn, 
The  clofer  they  fee D,   ftlil  the  more  they  retire ; 
They  teaze  you,  anr'  jade  you, 
And  round  about  lead  you, 
Without  hope*  of  fl.tlter, 
Ding  dong,  belter  fktlttr, 
Through  vattr  and  fire; 

And,  vhen  you  believe  every  dnn^er  and  pain 

From  your  heart  you  may  banifh, 
And  you're  near  the  pofiVflion  of  what  you  i'ciirc, 

That  inftant  they  vanifii, 
And  the  devil  a  bit  can  you  catch  them  again. 

By  fome  they're  not  badly  compared  to  the  feq, 
Which  is  ca'm  and  tempeftuous  within  the  fame  hour, 

So ."C  fay  they  fire  Sirens,  but,  take  it  from  me, 
They're  a  f\veet  race  of  angels  o'er  man  that  h;1.*  pow'r, 

His  peribn,  his  heart,  nay  ffis  icafon  to  feize, 

And  lead  the  poor  devil  wherever  they  plcafe. 


BALLAD IN   THE 


A  Kernel  from  an  angle's  core 
One  day  on  either  cheek  I  vore, 
Luhin  was  plac'd  on  my  right  cheek, 
That  on  my  left  did  iiocigc  bcipc:;k.-; 
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Hodge  in  an  inftant  ciropt  to  ground, 
Sure  token  that  his  love's  unfound, 
But  Lubin  nothing  could  remove, 
Sure  token  his  is  conftant  love. 

Laft  May  I  fought  to  find  a  fnai!, 
That  might  my  lover's  n^me  revea', 
Which  finding,  home  I  quickJy  fpcd 
And  on  the  hearth  the  embers  fpread; 
W'hen,  if  my  letters  I  can  tell, 
I  faw  it  mark  a  curious  L  : 
O  may  this  omen  inckv  prove, 
For  L's  for  Lubin  and  for  love. 

RONDEAU — IN   THE    QUAKER. 


\4rtnLF.  the  lads  of  the  village  (hall  merrily  ah, 

S;mnd  their  tabors,  I'll  hand  thce  alon^, 
And  I  fay  unto  thce,  that  merrily  ah, 

'i  h'Ju  and  I  will  be  firft  in  the  throng. 
Juft  then,  when  the  youth  who  lad  vcar  won  the  clow'r, 

Arid  his  mate  fliall  the  fports  have  begun, 
When  the  gay  voice  of  "la?  mrfs.rdounds  from  each  bovr'r, 

And  then  long'ft  in  thy  heart  to  make  one, 

V/hile  the  lad?,  ^c. 
Tho'e  joys  that  are  hai  inlefs  what  mortal  can  b'atne  ? 

'Tis  my  n  axim  that  youth  fnould  be  free; 
Ar.d  to  prove  tl.ar  ;r,y  -.vortls  and  my  deeds  are  the  faiue, 

Believe  thou  fiialt  prefently  fee, 
While  the  \*<\-.t  &ic. 


BALLAD  —  IN  ROSE  AND  COLI.V. 


I  loft  my  poor  mother 
When  only  a  child, 

And  I  fear'd  fuch  another, 
So  gentle  and  milr1, 

Wao  not  to  be  fouiui : 
B 
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But  I  faw  my  miftake, 
For  fcarce  was  flic  gone, 

But  I  prflv'd  I  had  mother  and  father  in  one  : 
And  though  at  this  minute  he  makes  my  heart  ach» 
There's  not  fuch  another  fearch  all  the  world  round. 

I'd  reach'd  my  teens  fairly, 

As  blithe  as  a  bee, 
His  care,  late  and  early, 
Being  all  to  pleife  me  : 
No  one  thing  above  ground 
Was  too  good  for  his  Rofe  ; 
At  wake,  or  at  fair, 

I  was  dreft  out  fo  gaily,  lord,  people  would  flare, 
And  I  fay  it  again,  though  he's  peevifh,  God  knows, 
There's  not  fuch  another,  i'earch  all  the  world  round, 

But  love,  who,  they  tell  us, 

Dots  many  ftrange  tilings, 

Makes  ill  the  world  jealous, 

And  mad — even  kings 
They  fay  he  can  wound. 
This  love  is  the  fore  : — 
tiincc  Colin  came  here, 
This  father  fo  kind  is  a  father  fevcrc ; 
Yet  ftill  will  I  fay,  though  he  f colds  more  and  niwre, 
There's  not  fuch  another,  fearch  «>.ll  the  world  round. 

BALLAD — IN  ROSE  AN»  COLIN. 

HERE'S  nil  her  geer,  her  wheel,  her  work  ; 

Thefe  little  bobbins  to  and  fro, 
How  oft  I've  fee n  her  fingers  jerk, 

Her  pretty  lingers,  white  as  fnow. 
Fa  h  object  to  me  is  fo  clear, 

My  heart  at  fight  on't  throbbings  goes  ; 
"IVas  here  fhe  i'at  her  dou-n,  and   here 

She  told  me  fhe  was  Colin's  Rofe, 

Tins  pocfy  for  her  when  fhe's  drefs'd, 
I've  brought.  ala« !   how  happy  I,  ^ 

C(;i;K!  I  be,  like  thefc  flowers,  carefs'd, 
ABU,  like  them,  on  her  bclom  die. 
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The  violet  and  pink  I  t 

And  every  pretty  flower  that  blows; 
The  rofe  too,  hut  Lou-  mean  twill  iook 

When  by  the  fide  of  my  i'weet  Rofe. 


BALLAD — IN  ROSE  AND  CC^LIN. 


There  was  a  jolly  fhepherd  lad, 

And  Colin  was  his  name, 
And  ?11  unknown  to  her  old  dad, 

He  fometimes  to  fee  Peggy  came — 

The  objedl  of  his  flame. 
©ne  day  of  his  abfence  too  fecurc, 

Her  father  tluindcr'd  at  the  door, 
When,  fearing  of  his  frown. 

Says  flic,  '  dear  love  the  chimney  climb  ;* 

'  1  can't,'  cries  he,  '  there  is  not  time 
'  Befides,  I  fliould  tumble  down.' 

What  could  they  do,  ta'en  unawares  ? 

They  thought,  and  thought  again; 
In  clofets  underneath  the  flairs 

To  hide  himfeif  'twere  all  in  vain, 

He'd  foon  be  found,  'twere  plain  : 
*  Get  up  the  chimney,  love  yo  miift,' 
Cry'd  flic,  '  or  elfe  the  door  he'll  burft, 

'  I  would  not  for  a  crown  ;' 
Young  Colin  feeing  but  this  fhifr, 
E'en  mounted  ULI — Ptg  lent  a  lift, 

And  cry'd,  '  don't  tumble  down." 

With  throbbing  heart,  how  to  the  door, 

Poor  Peggy  runs  in  hafte  ; 
Thinking  to  trick  her  father  fure; 

But  hafte,  the  proverb  fays,  makes  waftc, 

Which  proverb's  here  well  plac'd. 
Her  father  fcoldcd  her  his  beft, 
Call'd  names,  and  faid,  among  the  red, 

'  Pray  have  you  ieen  that  clown  '.' 
She  fcarce  had  time  to  anfwer  no, 
When  all  over  black  as  a  crow, 

Poor  Colin  tumbled  down. 
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BALLAD  -  IW   ROSE   AND   COLIN. 


EXCUSE  me.  pray  ye  do,  dear  neighbour, 

But  F.ofc,  v  HI  know,  and  I 
Have  oft  partook  one  fpnrt  or  labour, 

While  you  hive  pleas'rl  flood  by. 
And  fince  from  little  children  playing 

You've  kindly  called  me  fon, 
I  thought  to  Rofe  I  might  be  faying 

'  Good  day,'  and  no  harm  done. 
When  you  and  father  gravely  counted, 

One  morning  in  the  barn, 
To  how  much  in  a  day  it  mounted 

That  both  of  us  could  earn, 
Since  then  you  down  the  law  were  laying, 

And  calling  me  your  fon, 
1  thought  to  Rofe  I  might  be  faying 

'  Good  day,'  and  no  harm  done. 


BALLAD  -  IN    ANNETTE    AND   LUB1N, 


YOUNG,  and  void  of  art  or  guile, 

From  ill  intention  free, 
If  love  I've  cherifh'd  all  this  while, 

It  came  in  fpight  of  me. 
When  you've  to  me.  and  I've  to  you, 

Try'd  who  could  kindeft  prove, 
If  that  was  love — what  then  to  do 

To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 
When  abfent  from  you  I  have  mourn'd, 

And  thought  each  hour  a  fcore  ; 
When  on  a  fuddcn  yon  returned, 

I've  thrill'd  with  jcy  all  o'er  ; 
They  fay  'twa»  love — I  thought  'twas  you 

H.i  1  made  my  heart  thus  move  ; 
A! at  what  can  a  poor  girl  do, 

To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 
To  e-.'eiy  thing  that  you  can  r.fk, 

What  /hould  I  fay  but  yes  ? 
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It  is  becaufe  1  like  the  taflc, 

I  freely  grant  each  kifs. 
You're  all  to  me — I'm  all  to  you — 

This  truth  our  deaths  would  prove, 
Were  we  to  part  : — What  then  to  do 

To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 

DUET IN   ANNETTE  AND   LUBIN. 


BAILIFF. 

THEY  tell  me  you  Men  to  all  that  he  fays  ; 
That  each  hour  of  the  day  you  are  full  of  his  praife  ; 
That  you  always  together  your  flocks  lead  to  graze  : 
Is  this  true  damfel  ? 

ANNETTE, 

Yes,  Mifter  Bailly. 

BAILIFF. 

They  tell  me  alfo  you  are  fo  void  of  grace 
As  to  brag  that  de'ar  form,  and  that  dear  pretty  face, 
That  young  dog  iliall  be  welcome  to  kifs  and  embrace  : 
Is  this  true  damfel  ? 

ANNETTE, 

Yes,  Mifter  Bailly/ 

BAILIFF. 

The  neighbours  all  fay,  though  I  credit  them  not, 
They  have  heard  you  declare  that,  content  with  your  lot, 
Any  king  you'd  refufe  for  that  lout  and  a  cot : 
Is  this  true  damfel? 

ANNETTE. 

Yes,  Mifter  Bailly. 

BAILIFF. 

But  one  thing  T  vow  frights  me  out  of  my  life, 
'Tis  allow'd  on  all  hands,  that  is,  barring  the  ftrife, 
That  you  bcth  live  together  juft  like  man  and  wife  : 
Ib  this  true  damfel  ? 

ANNETTE. 

YCPS   Milter  Bailly. 
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DUET — -IN    ANNETTE    AND    LUBIN, 


LUBIN. 

'Tis  true  that  oft,  in  the  fame  mead, 
We  both  have  led  our  flocks  to  feed, 
"Where  by  each  other's  fide  we've  fat; 

ANNETTE. 
Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that, 

LUBIN. 

'Tis  true  for  thee  this  cot  I  rofe, 
Where  thou  tak'ft  plealure  to  repofe  • 
For  which  I  found  the  greencft  plat : 

ANNETTE. 
Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 

LUBIN. 

'Tis  true  when  tired  thou  fain  would'ft  reft, 
And  thy  dear  lips  to  mine  I've  prefs'd, 
Thy  breath,  fo  fweet !  I've  wonder'd  at : 

ANNETTE. 
Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 

LUBIN. 

Ah,  but  'tis  true,  when  thou  haft  flept, 
Cloft-r  and  clofer  have  I  crept ; 
And  while  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat — 

ANNETTE. 

Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 


BALLAD IN    ANNETTE     AND     LUBIN 

A    PLAGUE  take  all  fuch  grumbling  elves, 

If  they  will  tail,  fo  be  it  ; 
Bceaufe  we're  hapnier  than  thcmfelves, 

They  can't  endure  to  fee  it. 
For  me,  I  never  fliall  repine, 

Let  whate'erfate  o'ertakeus; 
For  love  and  Annette  fliall  be  mine, 

Though  all  the  wcrld  forfake  us. 
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Then,  dear  Annette,  regard  them  not, 

The  hours  fliall  pafs  on  gaily, 
In  fpite  of  every  fnare  and  plot 

Of  that  old  dealing  B«iilly. 

No,  never,  Annette,  thou'lt  repine, 

Let  whate'er  fate  o'ertake  us; 
For  love  and  Lubin  fliall  be  thine, 

Thouh  all  the  world  forfake  us. 


BALLAD  -  IN    ANNETTE    AND    LUBIN. 


MY  Lord,  and  pleafe  you,  he  and  I, 

Morn,  noon,  and  night,  in  every  weather, 
From  little  children,  not  this  high, 

In  the  fame  cottage  liv'd  together. 
Our  parents  left  me  to  his  care, 

Saying,  let  no  one  put  upon  her  : 
'  No,  that  1  won't,'  fays  he,  '  1  fwear;' 

And  he  ne'er  lies,  and  like  your  honour, 
As  I  was  faying,  we  grew  up, 

For  all  the  world  fitter  and  brother, 
One  never  had  nor  bit'  >.or  fup, 

Uulefs  it  was  partook  by  t'other: 
And  I  am  fure,  inftead  <•{  me, 

Were  it  a  duchelii,  he  had  won  her; 
He  is  fo  good,  and  I've,  d'ye  fee, 

A  tender  heart,  ank  like  your  honour, 

But,  woe  is  ours,  now  comes  the  worfl, 
To-day  our  forrows  are  beginning, 

Wh^t  I  thought  love  —  oh,  I  fhall  burfl  — 
That  nafty  Bailly  fays  was  finning. 

With  Luhin,  who,  of  all  the  blifs 

I  ever  tafted  is  the  donor, 
1  took  delight  to  toy  and  kifs, 

Till  I'm  with  child,  and  like  your  honour. 


BALLAD  -  IN  THE   CHELSEA    PCNSIONEI. 


BROTHER  foldiers  why  caft  clown  ? 
Never,  boys,  be  melancholy : 
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You  fay  our  lives  are  not  our  own, 
But  therefore  fliould  we  not  bs  jolly  ? 

•        This  poor  tenement,  at  beft, 

Depends  ou  fickle  chance  .  mean  while, 
Prink,  laugh,  and  fing  ;  and,  for  the  reft, 

We'll  boldly  brave  each  rude  campaign  ; 

Secure,  if  we  return  again. 

Our  pretty  landlady  fliall  fmile. 
Fortune  his   life  and  yours  commands, 

And  this  moment,  fhould  it  pleafe  her 
To  require  it  at  your  hands, 

You  can  but  die,  and  fo  did  Crcfar. 
Our  fpan,  though  long,  were  little  worth, 

DiH  we  not  time  with  joy  beguile  : 
Laugh  then  the  while  you  ftay  on  earth, 

And  boldly  brave,  &c. 
Life's  a  debt  we  all  muft  pay, 

'Tis  fo  much  pleafure,  which  we  borrow, 
Nor  need,  if  "on  a  diftant  day 

It  is  demanded,  or  to-morrow. 

The  bottle  fays  we're  tardy  grown, 
Do  not  the  time  arid  liquor  fpoil, 

Laugh  out  the  lime  life  ^"^U  own, 
And  boldly  brave,  &c- 


BALLAD  -  IN    THE    CHELSEA  PENSIONER, 


SING  the  loves  of  John  and  Jean, 

Sing  the  loves  of  Jean  and  John  ; 
John,  for  her,  would  leave  a  queen, 
Jean,  for  him,  the  noblelt  don.     . 
She's  his  queen, 

He's  her  don  ; 
John  loves  Jean, 

And  Jean  loves  John. 
Whate'cr  rejoices  happy  Jean, 

Is  iure  to  burft  the  fides  of  John, 
Does  flie.  for  gritf,  look  thin  and  lea», 
He  inrtantly  is  pale  and  waa  : 
Thin  and  lean, 
Pale  and  wan, 
John  loves  Jean, 
And  Jean  loves  Jehn« 
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Txvas  the  lily  hand  of  Jean 

Fill'd  the  glafs  of  happy  John  ; 
And,  heavens  !  how  joyful  was  fhe  feen 
When  he  was  for  a  licenfc  gone  ! 
Joyful  feen, 

They'll  dance  anon, 
For  John  \veds  Jean, 

And  Jean  weds  John. 
John  has  ta'en  to  wife  his  Jean, 
Jean's  become  the  fpoufe  of  John, 
She  no  longer  is  his  queen, 
He  no  longer  is  her  don- 
No  more  queen, 
No  more  don  ; 

John  hates  Jean, 

And  Jean  hates  John. 

Whatever  'tis  that  pleafes  Jean, 

Is  certain  now  to  difpleafe  John; 
With  fcolding  they're  grown  thin  and  lean, 
With  fpleen  and  fpite  they're  pale  and  wan. 

Thin  and  lean, 
Pale  and  wan, 

John  1  ates  Jean, 
And  Jean  hates  John, 
John  prays  heaven  to  take  hi*  Jean, 

Jean  at  the  devil  wifhes  John ; 
He'll  dancing  on  her  grave  be  feen, 

thc'il  laugh  when  lie  is  dead  and  gone. 
They'll  gay  be  feen, 

Dead  and  gone. 
For  John  hates  Jean, 
And  Jane  hates  John. 

••<>••  ••«>••  <S>:S><*&'  — <K~"«V~ 
BALLAD IN   THE    CHELSEA   PENSIONER. 

WHEN.thou  flialt  fee  his  bofom  fwdling, 
When  foft  companion's  tear  lhall  flart, 

As  my  poor  father's  woes  thou'rt  telling, 
Come  back  and  claim  my  hand  and  heart. 

The  caufe  hlcft  eloquence  will  tend  thee; 

Nay,  hafte,   and  eafe  my  foul's  diftrefs; 
To  judge  thy  worth,  I'll  here  attend  thee, 

And  rate  thy  love  by  thy  fucecfs. 
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BALLAD iN    THE     CHELSEA 


'TWAS  not  her  eyes,  though  orient  mines 

Can  boaft  no  gem  fo  bright  that  glows; 
Her  hps,  where  the  deep  ruby  lliines, 

Her  cheeks,  that  fhame  the  bhifhing  rofc, 
Nor  yet  her  form,  Minerva's  mien, 

Her  boibin,  white  as  Venus'  dove, 
That  made  her  my  afTeoliun's  queen, 

But  'twas  alone  her  filial  love. 
The  ruby  lip,  the  brilliant  eye, 

The  roi'y  cheek,  the  graceful  forirt, 
In  turn  for  commendation  vie, 

And  juftly  the  fir'd  lover  charm  : 
But  tranficnt  thcfc  —  the  charm  for  life, 

Which  reafon  ne'er  fliall  difapprove, 
Which  truly  Dial!  enfure  a  wife, 

Faithful  and  kind,  is  filial  love. 


SONG  —  IN   THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONIR. 

I,ET  your  courage  boy  be  true  t'ye, 
Hard  and  painful  is  the  Ibldier's  duty; 
'Tis  not  alone  to  bravely  dare, 
To  fear  a  ftranger, 
Each  threat'ning  danger, 
That  whiftlcs  thr(iu»h  the  dufky  air; 
Where  thund'ring  i?r 
Conflicting  arms, 
All  the  alarms, 

And  dreadful  havock  of  the  v.-ar. 
'  Ycurduty  done,  and  home  returning, 
With  felf-commcndei  ardour  burning, 
If  this  right  pride 
Fees  fhould  deride, 
And  from  your  merit  turn  afide, 
Though  than  the  war  the  conflict's  more  fevere. 
This  is  the  trial  you  muft  learn  to  bear. 
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BALLAD  —  IN   THE   FRIENDLY  TARS. 


WHILE  up  'he  fhrouds  the  failor  goes, 

Or  ventures  on  the  yard, 
The  landfman,  who  no  better  knows, 

Believes  his  lot  is  hard. 
But  Jack  with  fmiles  each  danger  meets, 

Carts  anchor,  heaves  the  log, 
Trims  all  the  fails,  belays  the  fheets, 

And  drinks  his  can  of  grog, 
When  mountians  high  the  waves  that  fwell 

The  veflel  rudely  bear, 
Now  finking  in  the  hollow  del!, 

Now  quiv'ring  in  the  air. 
Bold  Jack,  &c. 

When  waves  'gainft  rocks  and  quickfands  roar 

You  ne'er  hear  him  repine, 
Freezing  near  Greenland's  icy  fhore, 

Or  burning  near  the  line. 

Bold  Jack,  &c. 
If  to  engage  they  give  tlie  word, 

To  quarters  all  repair, 
While  fplinter'd  mafts  go  by  the  board, 

And  fhot  ling  through  the  air. 
Bold  Jack,  &c. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE   FRIENDLY  TARS. 


I  SAII.'D  in  the  good  fhip  the  Kitty, 

With  a  fmart  blowing  gale  and  rough  fca, 
Left  my  Polly,  the  lads  tall  fo  pretty, 

Safe  litre  at  an  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 
She  bhiober'ci  fait  tears  when  we  parted, 

And  cry'd  now  be  conftant  to  me ; 
J  toll  her  not  to  be  down  hearted, 

60  uj»  went  the  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 
And  from  that  time    no  worfe  nor  no  better, 

I've  thought  on  juft  nothing  but  fhe  ; 
Nor  could  grog  nor  flip  make  me  forget  her, 

She'*  my  beft  bawcr*Bchor,  Yo  Yea. 
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When  the  wind  whittled  larboard  and  ftarboard, 

And  the  ftorm  came  on  weather  and  lee, 
The  hope  I  with  her  fliould  be  harbour 'd 

\Vas  my  cable  and  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 
And  yet,  my  boys,  would  you  believe  me, 

I  returned  with  no  rhino  from  fea, 
Miflrefs  Polly  would  never  receive  me, 

So  again  I  heav'd  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS* 


IF  'tis  love  to  v/ifli  you  near, 

To  tremble  when  the  wind  1  hear, 

Becaufe  at  fea  you  floating  rove  : 

If  of  you  to  dream  at  night, 

To  languifh  when  you're  out  of  fight, 

If  this  be  loving  —  then  I  love. 

If,  when  you're  gone,  to  count  each  hour, 

To  afk  of  every  tender  power 

That  you  may  kind  and  faithful  prove; 

If  void  of  faifhood  and  deceit, 

I  feel  a  pleafurc  now  we  meet, 

If  this  be  loving  —  then  I  love. 

To  wifh  your  fortune  to  partake, 

Determin'd  never  to  forfake, 

Though  low  in  poverty  we  (trove; 

If,  fo  that  me  your  wife  you'd  call, 

I  offer  you  my  little  ;til  ; 

If  this  be  loving  —  then  I  love. 


BALDAD  —  IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS. 

Yet  though  I've  BO  fortune  to  offer, 

I've  fomething  to  put  on  a  par; 
Come  ihen,  and  accept  of  my  proffer, 

'Tis  the  kind  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 

Ne'er  let  fiich  a  trill  j  as  thi*  is, 

Girh,  be  to  my  pleafin-e  a  bar, 
You'll  be  rich,  though  'tis  only  in  Icifies, 

With  the  kind  honed  heart  of  a  tar. 
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EC  licles,  I  am  none  of  your  ninnies  ; 

The  next  time  I  come  from  afar 
I'll  give  you  your  lao  full  of  guineas, 

With  the  kind,  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 
Your  lords,  with  fucli  fine  ha'>y  faces, 

That  (tri.it  in  a  garter  and  ftar, 
Have  they,  under  their  tambour  and  laces, 

The  kind,  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 
I've  this  here  to  fay,  now,  and  mind  it, 

If  love,  that  no  hazard  can  mar, 
You  are  fecking,  you'll  certainly  find  it 

In  the  kind  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 

BALLAD IN     THE    OLD    WOMAN     OF    EIGHTY. 


Come  here  ye  rich,  come  here  ye  great, 

Come  here  ye  grave,  come  here  ye  gay, 
Behold  our  bleft,  though  humble  fate, 

Who,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  bay. 
The  gay  plum'd  lady,  with  her  ftste, 

Would  flic  in  courts  a  moment  ftay. 
Could  fhe  but  guefs  our  happy  fate, 

Who,  while  the  inn  fhines,  make  our  hay. 
Na'ure  we  love,  and  art  we  hate, 

And,  blithe  and  cheerful  as  the  day, 
We  fing,  and  blefs  our  humble  fate, 

And,  while  the  fun  fliines,  make  our  hay. 
Hodge  goe«  a  courting  to  his  mate, 

Who  ne'er  coquets,  nor  fays  bin-  nay, 
But  fhares  content,  an  humble  fote, 

And,  while  the  fun  ihincs,  they  make  hay. 
The  captain  puts  on  board  his  freight, 

And  cuts  through  wa'-es  his  dangerous  way, 
But  we  enjoy  a  gentler  fare, 

And,  while  the  fun  fliines,  make  our  hay. 
See  Hodge,  and  Dick,  and  Nell,  and   Kate, 

In  the  green  meadow  frifk  and  play, 
And  own  that  happy  is  our  fate, 

Who,  while  the  fun  fliints,  make  our  hay. 
Come  then,  and  quit  each  glitt'ring  bait, 
Simplicity  fhall  point  the  way 
C 
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To  us,  who  blcfs  our  humble  i';te, 

And,  while ri^c  fun  ihincs,   make  our  hav. 

•  <>-••<>•- <^^5>;S>  •..<>."  ~.<v.. 
BALLAD IN  THE  OLD  WOMAN    OF  EIGHTY. 


HOW  kind  and  how  good  of  his  dear  majc  (lv, 

In  the  midft  of  his  matters  fo  weight v, 
To  think  of  fo  lowly  a  creature  as  me, 

A  poor  old  woman  of  eighty. 

Were  your  fparks  to  come  round  me,  in  love  with  each  charm, 

Says  I,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  t'ye  ; 
I  can  get  a  young  fellow  to  keep  my  back  warm, 

Though  a  poor  old  woman  of  eighty. 

John  Strong  is  as  comely  a  lad  as  you'll  fee, 

And  one  that  will  never  fay  n.iy  t'ye ; 
I  cannot  but  think  what  a  comfort  he'll  be 

To  me,  an  old  woman  of  eighty. 
Then  fear  not,  ye  fair  ones,  though  long  part  your  youth, 

You'll  have  lovers  in  fcores  beg  and  pray  t'ye, 
Only  think  of  my  fortune,  who  have  but  one  tooth, 

A  poor  old  woman  of  eighty. 


BALLAD IN     THE    TOUCHSTONE. 

PARF.NTS  may  fairly  thank  thc-mfdvcs, 

Shi'ii'M  'ove  our  duty  maftcr, 

I  ing  his  power,  the  fcnfelcls  clve> 

But  t-!e  the  knot  the  fatter. 
To  tri'.k  fuch  dotards  weak  and  v.v!:i. 

I-  c!<:ty  and  allrciar.rc, 
V»'!,;]fb  lovr,  and  aii  his  pleating  train, 

To  fly  vcie  dii'ubtclience. 
At  fi-klc  fancy,  or  caprice, 

Or  headlong \rbkia,  a^; 
Children,  ami  ailih..:.  r.itu.x  '.x-ace, 

Then  tr:>  !    ihr  fc  d.'t-i ;!.-.,  v.-.-ak:  At;... 
:!i:tv  itv!  nll'-gi.'ince ; 

.     •   -.'ii 
.  iii  n.i    . 
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SONG IN     THE    TOUCHSTONE. 


THIS  life  is  like  a  troubled  lea, 
Where,  helm  a-weather  or  a-'ee, 
The  Ihip  will  neither  Hay  nor  wear, 
liut  drives,  of  every  rock  in  fear  ; 
AllftMmanfhip  in  vain   we  try, 
We  cannot  keep  her  ftcadily, 
But,  juft  as  fortune's  wind  m;iy  blow. 
The  vclTel's  tofticated  to  and  J'ro  ; 
Yet,  come  but  love  on  board, 
Our  hearts  with  pleafure  (lor'd, 
No  llorm  can  overwhelm, 

Stiil  blows  in  vain 

Tht  hurricane, 
Whib  lie  is  at  the  helm. 

BALLAD — IN    THE   TOUCHSTONE. 


MY  name's  Ted  Blarney,  I'll  be  bound, 
And  man  and  boy,  upon  this  ground, 
l;ull  twenty  years  I've  beat  my  round, 

Crying  Vauxhall  watch: 
And  as  that  time's  a  litt'c  fhort, 
With  fomefmall  folks  that  here  rcfort, 
To  be  lure  I  have  not  had  fome  fiiort, 

Crying  Yauxhall. \\atch. 
Oh  of  pretty  wenches  drefl  fo  tight, 
And  macaronics  what  a  lighr, 
Of  a  moonlight  morn  I've  bid  <jood  nighr, 

Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 
The  lover  cries  no  ibul  will  fee, 
You  are  deceived  my  love,  cries  fhe, 
Dare's  that  Irilh  tacf  there — meaning  me — 

Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 
So  they  goes  on  with  their  amorous  talk, 
Till  they  gently  deals  to  the  dark  walk, 
While  I'fteps  afule,  no  fport  to  balk, 

Crying  Vauxhall  wateh, 

Oh  of  pretty  wenches,  &c. 
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BALLAD — IN  THE  WIVES'  REVENGE. 


CURTIS  was  old  Kodgt's  wife, 
For  virtue  none  WHS  ever  fuch, 
She  led  fo  pure,  ib  Jiaitc  a  lite, 
Hodge  faid  'twas  vartue  over  much  : 
Fur  lays  fly  old  HocJge,  fays  he, 
Great  talkers  do  the  lead  d'ye  fee. 

Curtis  faid  if  men  were  rude 
She'd  li-ratch  their  eyes  out,  tear  their  hair  ; 
Cry'd  Hodge,  I  believe  thou'rt  wond'rous  good, 
However  Jet  us  nothing  fwear. 

For  fays,  &c. 

One  night  fhe  dreamt  a  drunken  fool 
Be  rude  with  her  in  fpight  would  fain  ; 
She  makes  no  more,  but,  with  joint  ftool, 
Falls  on  her  hufband  might  and  main. 

Still  fays,  &c. 

By  that  time  flie  had  broke  his  nofe, 
Hodge  made  fliif:  to  wake  his  wife  ; 
Dear  Hodge,  faidfhe,  judge  by  thefe  blows, 
1  prize  my  vartue  as  my  liie. 

Still  fays,  £c. 

I  dreamt  a  rude  man  on  me  fell  ; 
However  I  his  project  rnarr'd  .- 
Dear  wife,  cried  Hodge,  'tis  mighty  well, 
But  next  time  don't  h;t  quite  fo  hard. 

For  fays,  &c. 

At  break  of  day  Hodge  croiYd  a  flile, 
Nc^.r  to  a  tield  of  new-mown  hay, 
And  law,  and  curft  his  ftars  the  while, 
Curtis  and  Mumps  in  am'iousplay- 
Was'nt  I  right,  lays  HOJJC,  fays  he, 
Great  talkers  do  the  leal)-  d'ye  i'ee, 


GLEE  —  IN  THE  WIVES'  REVENGE, 


YOUNG  Paris  was  bleft  juft  as  I  am  this  hour, 
\S  iitn  proud  Juno  offer "d  him  riches  and  power, 
\Vhen  Hatch'  Minerva  of  war  talk'd  and  arms, 
When  Venus  hcam'ii  on  him  afmile  full  of  charms. 
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Venus'  charms  gain'd  the  prize,  what  an  idiot  was  he  ! 
The  apple  of  gold  I'd  have  parted  in  three  ; 
And,  contenting  them  all  by  this  witty  device, 
Given  juno,  and  Pallas,  and  Venus  a  flice. 


BALLAD—  IN    THE  SHEPHERDESS   OF   THE  ALPS, 


WHEN  jealous  out  of  feafon, 

When  deaf  and  blind  to  reafcn, 
Of  truth  we've  no  belief; 

With  rage  we're  overflowing, 

Nor  why,  nor  wherefore  knowing, 
And  the  heart  goes  throb  with  griei, 

But  when  the  fit  is  over, 

And  kindncfs  from  the  lover 
Does  every  doubt  deftroy, 

Away  fly  thoughts  alarming, 

Each  objeifl  appears  charming, 
And  the  heart  goes  throb  with  joy. 

BALLAD — IN    THE  SHEPHERDESS    OF  THE    ALPi. 


BY  love  and  fortune  guided, 

I  quit  the  bufy  town  ; 
With  cot  and  fneep  provided, 

And  veftments  of  a  clown. 
Thus  have  I  barter 'd  riches 

For  a  fhepherd's  little  ftock  ; 
A  crook  to  leap  o'er  ditches, 

And  well  to  climb  each  rock: 
A  faithful  dog,  my  fleps  to  guide, 

A  fern  >  and  hautboy  by  my  fide, 
And  my  horn,  to  give  the  alarm, 
When  wolves  would  harm 

My  flock. 

Ah,  fay  then,  who  can  blame  me? 

For  beauty  'tis  I  roam  ; 
But,  if  the  chafe  fhould  tame  me, 

Perhaps  I  may  come  home. 
Till  then  I'll  give  up  riches,  &c. 
C  a 
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BALLAD IN   THE    SHEPHERDESS  OF    THE   ALPi. 


THE  rifJng  fun  Lyfander  found, 

Shedding  tears  o'er  Phillis'  tomb, 
Who  fwore  he  ne'er  would  leave  the  ground, 

But  pafs  his  life  in  that  dear  gloom. 
Tearing  his  hair,  the  frantic  youth 

Cry'd,  food  and  raiment  I  deny; 
And  with  my  life  fliall  end  my  truth, 

For  love  of  Phillis  will  I  die. 
The  radient  god  made  half  his  tour, 

The  kine  fought  flicker  from  his  heat, 
Which  pafs'd  within  the  cottage  door, 

Where  poor  Lyfancfer  drank  and  eat. 
His  dinner  finifh'd,  up  he  rofe, 

Stalk'd,  fighing,  Clently  and  How, 
To  where  were  hung  his  Sunday's  clothes, 

Then  took  a  walk  to  chafe  his  woe. 

The  fun  to  Thetis  made  his  way, 

When,  underneath  a  friendly  fhade, 
A  fhcpherd  fung  in  accents  gay, 

His  paffion  for  a  gentle  maid. 
O  lovers,  what  are  all  your  cares  ! 

Your  iighs !  your  fufferings!  tell  me  what  ! 
To  Daphne  'tis  Lyfander  fwears, 

And  lovely  Phillis  is  forgot. 


SONG IN   THE  TOUCHSTONE. 


MY  tears — alas  !  I  cannot  fpeak! 

Mart  thank  this  goodnefs,  fure,  divine! 
For  had  1  words — words  are  too  weak. 

Too  poor  to  vent  fuel)  thoughts  as  mine. 
1  he  fun,  in  its  meridian  heigh', 

Will  gratitude  like  this  infpire  ; 
Whofe  kindly  htat  and  piercing  light, 

We  wonder  at;  and  we  admire. 
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BALLAD — IN  THE  SHEPHERBESS  OF   THE   ALPS. 


THE  coy  Paftora  Damon  woo'd, 

Damon  the  witty  and  the  gay; 
Damon,  who  never  fair  purfu'd 

But  fhe  became  an  eafy  prey. 
Yet,  with  this  nymph,  his  ev'ry  power 

In  vain  he  tries,  no  language  moves ; 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  flower 

Shrink  from  the  fun  whofe  warmth  it  loves. 
Piqued  at  the  little  angry  puf*, 

Cry'd  he,  fhe  fets  me  all  on  fire! 
Then  plagues  herfelf,  and  makes  this  fufs, 

Only  to  raife  her  value  higher. 
For,  that  flie  loves  me  every  hour, 

Each  moment  fome  new  inftance  proves : 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  flower 

Shrink  from  the  fun,  whofe  warmth  it  loves. 
How  to  refolve  then  ?  what  refourcc  ? 

By  fair  means  flic  will  near  come  to  ; 
What  of  a  little  gentle  force  ? 

Suppofe  I  try  what  that  will  do  ? 
I  know  ihc'll  tears  in  torrents  pour; 

I  know  her  cries  will  pierce  the  groves  : 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  flower 

Shrink-from  the  fun,  whofe  warmth  it  loves. 


RONDEAU — IN   THE  SHEPHERDESS   OF  THE  ALPS. 


AH  men  !  what  filly  things  you  are. 

To  woman  thus  to  humble, 
Who,  fowier  like,  but  fprcads  herfnare, 
Or,  at  her  timid  game 
Takes  aim, 

Pop,  ijop,  and  down  you  tumble. 
She  marks  you  down,  fly  where  you  will, 

Or'e  clover,  grafs,  or  Aubble  ; 
Can  wing  you,  feather  you,  or  kill, 
jufl  as  flie  takes  the  trouble. 
Ah  men,  &c. 
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Then  fly  not  from  us,  'tis  in  vain, 

We  know  the  art  of  fetting, 
As  well  as  fhooting,  and  can  train 

The  flweft  man  our  net  in. 
Ah  men,  &c. 


BALLAD — IN   THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF    THE   ALPS. 


BRIGHT  gems  that  twinkle  from  afar, 
Planets,  and  every  lefTer  ftar, 
That  darting  each  a  downward  ray, 
Confole  us  for  the  lofs  of  day, 
Begone  !  e'en  Venus,  whofo  bright, 
Reflects  her  vifions  pure  and  white, 
Quick  difappear,  and  quit  the  ikies, 
For  lo !  the  moon  begins  to  rife ! 

Ye  pretty  warblers  of  the  grove, 
\Vho  chant  fuch  artlefs  tales  of  love, 
The  throftle,  gurgling  in  his  throat, 
The  linnet  with  his  filver  note, 
The  fearing  lark,  the  whittling  thrufli, 
The  mellow  blackbird,  goldfinch,  hufli, 
Fly,  vanifh,  difappear,  take  wing, 
The  nightingale  begins  to  fmg. 

BALLAD — IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS   OF  THE  ALP; 


HERE  deeps  in  peace,  beneath  this  ruftic  vafc, 

The  tendertft  lover  a  hufband  could  prove ; 

Of  all  this  diflrefs,  alas !   1  am  the  c^nfe, 

S;>  much  I  ador'd  him,  heaven  envied  my  love. 

The  li^hs  I  refpire  ev'ry  morn  I  Arife, 

Themifery  I  cherifh,  the  grief,  and  the  pain, 

The  thoufand  of  tears  that  fall  from  my  eyes, 

Are  all  the  fad  com.fcrts  for  me  that  remain. 

When,  his  colours  difplay'd,  honour  call'd  him  to  arms. 

By  tender  pcrfuaiions  I  kept  him  away, 

His  glory  forgecting  for  thefe  fatal  charms, 

And  to  puuiih  me  he  is  deprived  of  the  day. 
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Since  when  to  his  memory  I've  rais'd  this  fad  tomb, 
Where  to  join  him,  alas  !   1  {hall  fhortly  defcend  ; 
Where  forrow,  nor  pain,  nor  affliction  can  come, 
And  where  both  my  love  and  my  crime  {hall  have  end. 


BALLAD  -  IN    HARLEQUIN     FREEMASON. 


IN  all  your  dealings  take  good  care, 
Inrtruoled  by  the  friendly  fquare, 
To  be  true,  upright,  juft,  and  fair, 

And  thou  a  fellow-craft  {halt  be  : 
The  level  fo  muft  poife  thy  mind, 
That  fatisfa&ion  tLou  {halt  find, 
When  to  another  fortune's  kind  :  — 
And  that's  the  drift  of  mafonry. 
The  compafs  t'other  two  compounds, 
And  fays,  though  anger'd  on  juft  grounds, 
Keep  all  your  paflions  within  bounds, 

And  thou  a  fellow  craft  fhalt  be. 
Thus  fymbols  of  our  order  are 
The  compafs,  level,  ?.n<"l  the  fquare  ; 
Which  teach  us  .  >  be  juu  and  fair  : 
And  that's  the  drift  of  mafonr. 


BALLAD  -  IN    HARLEQUIN     FREEMASON. 

THE  Sun's  a  free  mafon,  he  works  all  the  day, 

Village,  city,  and  town  to  adorn; 

Then  from  labour  at  reft, 

At  his  lodge  in  the  weft, 
Takes  v.  i'h  good  brother  Neptune  a  glafs  on  his  way. 

Thence  ripe  for  the  fair, 

He  flies  from  all  care, 

To  Dame  Thetis'  charms, 

Till  rous'd  from  her  arms 

By  the  morn. 
So  do  we,  our  lahour  d  me, 

Firft  the  g'al>, 

And  then  the  lafs, 
And  then 
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Sweet  (lumbers  give  frefli  force 
To  run  cur  courfe, 
Thus  with  the  fifing  fun. 

The  courfe  of  the  fun  all  ourmyfteries  defines  : 

Firfl  mafonry  rofe  in  the  cart, 

Then,  to  no  point  ronfin'd, 

His  rays  cheer  mankind  ; 
Bcfides,  v.-ho'lJ  deny  but  he  well  knows  the  llgas  ? 

The  Grand  Mailer  he 

Then  of  mafons  ihall  be, 

Nor  ihail  ought  the  craft  harm, 

Till  to  fhine  and  to  warm 

He  has  ceas'd. 

Then  like  him,  our  labour  done,  &c. 


BALLAD  —  IN  HARLEQUIN  FREEMASON, 


AT  a  jovial  meeting  of  gods  once  on  high, 
Ere  Bacchus  was  hatch'd  from  old  Jupiter's  thigh, 
This  one  tcld  his  Uory,  and  that  fung  his  fong, 
And  did  what  he  could  left  the  time  ihould  fcerrv  long. 
Apollo  read  verfes,  the  Graces  wreath'd  flowers, 
The  Mufes  of  harmony  fung  forth  the  powers, 
Bully  Mars  crack'd  his  joke,  and  fly  Momus  his  jeft ; 
Yet  their  mirth  wanted  fomething  to  give  it  a  zeft. 

Said  Jove,  our  affembly  to-day's  pretty  full, 
Yet,  I  ctan't  know  how  'tis,  we  are  horridly  dull; 
\Ve  have  all  the  ingredients  that  mirth  fm.uld  infpire, 
But  fome  clay-born  alloy  damps  cur  heavenly  fire, 
I  haveit — in  tins  I'll  a  mixture  inclofe 
Of  alffhe  delights  whence  good  fellow fhip  flows, 
And  we'll  tafle  of  its  produce,  for  mirth's  bad  at  befl 
When  there's  any  thing  wanting  to  give  it  a  zeft. 

So  faying,  fo  doing,  he  buried  the  fhrine, 
Which  quickly  fprung  up  in  the  form  of  a  vine, 
The  leaves  broad  and  verdant,  the  fruit  deepcft  blue, 
Whence  a  juice  flow'd  that  health,  love,  or  youth  might 

renew. 

Its  influence  to  feel,  they  came  round  it  in  ftvarrns  , 
Mars    took   draughts   of  courage,  and  Venus   drank 

charms  ; 

Momus  fwallow'd  bon  mots,  Cupid  love — fo  the  reft, 
While  Jove,  fpurning  ne<Star;  cry'd — This  is  the  zeft. 
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~H>»  ..<>..  <s=  <S5><5?>  *<>••  •••<>•• 
BALLAD  —  IN    HARLEQUIN   FREEMASON, 


HERE  I  was,  my  good  matters,  my  name's  Teddy  Clinch, 

My  cattle  are  found,  an-1  I  drives  lo  an  inch; 

From  Hyde  Park  to  Waite  C"i:ipel  I  well  know  the  town, 

An;i  many's  the  time  I've  took  up  and  let  down  : 

In  fhort,  in  the  bills  I'll  he  bound  for't  there's  not 

A  young  youth  who,  ]i::-~  Teddy,  can  tip  the  long  trot. 

Oh  the  notions  of  life  that  I  fee  from  my  box, 

While  faces  of  all  kinds  come  about  me  in  flocks  ; 

The  lot  whom  I  drive  home  to  Oeep  out  the  day, 

The  kind  ene  who  plies  for  a  fare  at  the  ;>!ay ; 

Or,  your  gei-.ts  of  the  law,  there,  who,  fouriii  s.  lot, 

To  Wettminfter  Hall  I  oft  tip  the  long  trot. 

My  coach  receives  all,  like  the  gallows  and  fea, 

So  I  touch  but  my  fair  you  kn.nv  all's   )-ie  to  me  ; 

The  men  of  the  gown,  and  the  men  of  the  fword, 

A  ma'am,  or  a  gambler,  a  rogue,  or  a  lord; 

To  wherever  you're  2oji\g  1  well  know  the  fpot, 

And,  do  you  tip  a  tizzy,  I'll  tip  the  long  trot. 

„<>..  ..<>...  tS><»><35>  ..<>•••  ..xv» 
B  \LLAD IX   THE  ISLANDERS. 


TI;      ••-.  :;:.$'  f:iccs,  now  a-davs, 

Are  various  r.s  their  humours, 
And  r-;i  cr;in.-,!.:y.u>,!S  cfc  we  gaze, 

Brought  home  froi;i  the  pcnumer's. 
Hid  as  it  were  beneath  a  cloak, 

The'beauty's  fa^e  that  wins  you, 
Then  p:\rpon  me,  by  v/uy  ol  joke, 

H'l  prefer  my  Dii 
A  handkerchief  can  ni!>  away 

Your  rofc-s  and  your  lillics  ; 
The  more  you  ru  -.n.-'y, 

My  Dingy  diiiriy  IHli  i-, 
Betide.-.,   her  Iiair  i>  black  ;is  jrt, 

Her  eye?  are  gems  from  India  ; 
Rail  as  you  tiil  tlun,  1  fl.a'lxet, 

For  joke's  f.ikc  love  pour  Dii.'>y, 
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BALLAD — IN     THE    ISLANDERS. 


D:D  fortune  bid  me  chufea  ftate 

From  all  that's  rich,  and  all  that's  great, 

From  all  that  oflentation  brings, 

The  fplendor,  pride,   and  pomp  of  kings ; 

Thefe  gift*,  and  more,  did  flie  difplay, 

With  health,  that  felt  not  life's  deeay, 

I'd  fpurii  with  fcorn  the  ufelefs  lot, 

Were  my  Camilla's  name  forgot. 

But  did  flie  for  my  fate  affign, 

That  I  fhould  labour  in  a  mine; 

Or,  with  many  wretches  more, 

In  flavery  chain  me  to  an  oar  ; 

Or  from  the  fight  of  men  exiled, 

head  me  to  a  Siberian  wild, 

For  this  arid  more  would  fhe  attone, 

Were  my  Camilla  all  my  own. 

BALLAD IN    THE    ISLANDERS. 


WHEN  Yanko  dear  fight  far  away, 

Some  token  kind  me  fend  ; 
One  branch  of  olive,  fot  dat  fiy 

Me  willi  de  battle  end. 
The  poplar  tremble  as  him  go, 

Say  of  cly  life  take  care, 
Me  fend  no  laurel,  forme  know 

Of  that  him  find  him  (hare. 
De  ivy  fay  my  heart  be  true, 

Me  droop  fay  willow  tree, 
De  torn  he  fay  me  Tick  for  you, 

De  fun-flower  link  of  me. 
Till  laft  me  go    weep  wid  the  pine, 

For  fear  poor  Yanko  dead  ; 
He  cnrif,  and  I  de  myrtle  twine, 

In  chaplct  lor  him  head. 
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SONG  —  IN   THE   ISLANDERS. 


I'LL  mount  the  cliffs,  I'll  watch  the  coaft, 

Anxicus  forr.e  welcome  tidings  icon  to  bear, 
Nor  let  your  fortitude  he  loft, 

Confiding  flill  in  honefl  Yanko's  care, 
Though  to  my  comrades  I'm  untrue, 

Honour  fhall  infidelity  appiaud, 
And  call  in  charity  to  you, 

My  broken  faith  to  them  a  pious  fraud. 


BALLAD  —  IN   THE   ISLANDERS. 


ORRA  no  talk,  no  fay  fine  word, 

No  drefs  him,  no  look  gay, 
Vay  little  fmg  you  hear  von  bird, 

Him  mate  be  gone  away. 
Orra  tell  true,  fhe  have  no  grace 

Of  lady  for  him  part, 
Dare  beauty  all  be  in  him  face, 

But  Orra  in  him  heart, 
Orra  do  little,  all  fhe  do; 

Frogive,  for  flic  no  gall, 
To  every  ting  fhe  promife  true, 

I.ove  Yanko,  and  dat  all. 
But  Orra,  &c. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


POOR  Orra  tink  of  Yanko  dear, 

Do  he  be  gone  forever, 
For  he  no  dead,  he  flill  live  here, 

And  he  from  here  go  never. 
Like  on  a  fand  me  mark  him  fa*be, 

DC  wave  ccme  roll  him  over, 
De  mark  him  go,  but  Hill  the  place 

'Tis  eafy  to  difcover. 
1) 
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I  fee  fore  now  de  tree  de  flower, 

He  droop  like  Orra,  fureiy, 
And  den  by'm  bye  there  come  a  fhowcr, 

He  hold  him  head  up  purely  : 
And  fo  fume  time  me  tink  me  die, 

My  heart  fo  iick  he  grieve  me, 
But  in  a  lily  time  me  cry 

Good  deal,  and  dat  relieve  me. 


SONG  —  IN   THE   ISLANDERS. 


PASSION  is  a  torrent  rude, 
Which  rapid  be.irsdown  every  height, 

A  turbulent,  unruly  flood, 
Which  with  the  ocean  would  unite. 

Reafon's  a  fountain,  calm  ferene, 
Which,  near  gay  fields,  and  laughing  bnw'rs, 

While  it  reflects  th'  enchanting  fcene, 
Is  born  amon    a  bed  of  flowers. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


A  BFD  of  rn^fs  we'll  ftraight  prepare, 
Where,  near  him  gently  creeping, 

We'll  pat  his  cheeks,  and  Aroke  his  hair, 
And  watch  him  while  he's  flceping. 

Sweet  flowers  of  every  fcent  and  hue, 

Pinks,  violets,  and  rofes, 
And  biooming  hyacinths  we'll  flrew, 

As  fwectly  he  repofes. 
And  we'll  with  fond  emotion  dart, 

And  while,  with  admiral  ion, 
Ws  foftly  feel  his  fluttering  heart, 

Partake  its  palpitation. 

BALLAD IN     THE    ISLANDERS. 


COME,  courage  lads,  and  drink  away, 
A  man  upon  his  wedding  d?.y 
Ought  rarely  well  his  part  to  play 
At  Stingo,  or  October  : 
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For,  who  would  be  that  ftiipi.,1  tlf 
1  ;  r  whim,  caprice,  or  love,  or  pelf, 
To  poifon,  hang,  or  drovc-n  himfclf, 

Or  marry  when  lie's  fobs  r. 
For  madam's  will  nt  nothing  flops, 
She  mud  have  halls,  and  routs,  and  fops, 
And  of;  en  raniack  all  the  ihops, 

la  gay  attire  to  robe  her  : 
Then  drink  the  day  you  take  a  wife, 
As  the  lad  comfort  of  your  life  : 
For,  ever  after,  noife  and  drifc, 

Are  furc  to  keep  you  fober. 


BALLAD  -  INTENDED    FOR  THE  QUAKER. 

THOU'ST  heard  thofe  old  proverbs,  ne'er  lean  on  a  rufli, 
A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  but!1, 
'Tis  the  money  paid  down  that  decides  who's  the  winner, 
V/ho  waits  upon  fortune's  ne'er  furc  of  a  dinner  : 
Out  of  light  out  of  mind,  delaying  breeds  clanger, 
He  ought  to  be  cozen'd  who  trufts  to  a  flranger  • 
Heaven  take  my  friend,  and  the  old  one  my  brother, 
i'romifing's  one  thing,  performing  another, 

Much  may  fall  out  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip, 
The  builder's  receipt's  the  bed  fail  in  the  fliip, 
'  Fis  a  good  thing  to  lend,  but  a  better  to  borrow, 
Pay  me  to-day,  and  I'll  trud  you  to-morrow. 
Urag  is  a  good  dog,  but  hold-fad  a  better, 
You  may  gucfs  at  a  word  when  you  know  th.-.-  fird  letter, 
There's  not  the  moft  fire  where  you  fee  the  moft  fmoiLcr, 
Promiiing's  one  thing,  performing  another. 

..<>..  ..«>..  <S>  gg>  ^Si*  ...>-••«*•• 
BALLAD  -  IN  THE  MISCHANCE. 

O  THINK  on  the  ti  ne  when  you  came  home  at  night, 
And  fupp'd  lipc.n  mt:lc!cj,   no  lily  more  white, 
When  I  u'ed  to  provide  you  with  many  a  treat 
Of  as  fine  Melton  oyrter*  as  ever  were  cat. 
Now  fte  what  a  change  !  all  ihe  mufcles  for  me 
May  he  tiod  under  foot,  or  thrown  into  the  lea  ; 
My  j'>ey  i-~  t'rv.fe  !   and  t!i.-  once  fprightly  tone 
V/K,»  -vuic'u  i  cry'a  oylters  is  funk  to  a  drone  ! 
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When  the  laft  kit  of  falmon  we  fat  down  to  broach, 

And  you  told  me  your  heart  was  as  found  as  a  roach, 

How  f \vcet  was  my  temper  !  what  joys  did  I  fell, 

Little  thinking  you'd  flip  through  my  hands  like  an  ccl. 

But  my  temper's  now  chang'd — I,  that  once  was  fo  mild, 

I  was  thought  to  be  gentle  and  meek  as  a  child, 

So  cruftyam  grown,  I  ne'er  fpeak  a  word  civil, 

And  my  cufloir.ers  fay  I'm  as  crofs  as  the  devil. 

My  ftall  was  fo  clean,  and  my  tubs  were  fo  white, 

They  were  perfeclly — people  would  tell  me — a  fight: 

I  liften'd  with  joy  when  the  folks  told  me  fo, 

For  my  ftall  and  my  tubs  were  both  fcower'd  for  Joe. 

But  now  they 're  all  dirty,  neglected  they  lie, 

I  oft  take  them  up,  and  as  oft  throw  them  by, 

For  his  fake  I  pleafure  in  cleaning  them  found, 

He  has  left  me,  and  now  they're  as  black  as  the  ground. 

BALLAD  —  IN     PANDORA. 


WHAT  naughty  things  we  women  arc, 

\Vho  long  for  fruit  forbidden  ; 
Though  'twere  our  bane,  we  cannot  bear 

The  Icaft  thing  from  us  hidden. 
JV.it  what  we  fee  will  we  believe, 

'I  hough  ill  on  ill  we're  heaping, 
Though  to  this  day,  from  mother  Ere, 

\V@  have  always  paid  for  peeping. 
Thus  curious  girls,   urged  ;>y  their  youth, 

Thoisghtlefs  what  they  were  doing. 
Have  falihood  found  clifguis'd  like  truth, 

And  maik'd  like  pleafure,  ruin. 
Inftcad  of  UiiHng,  who  muft  grieve, 

Whofe  joys  are  turn'd  to  weeping, 
And  \vhotoo  larte,   like  mother  Eve, 

Find  they  have  paid  for  peeping. 
Should  I  to  my  defues  give  way, 

I  iruy  encounter  lor  row, 
And  tint  I  think* good  to-day, 

May  prove  an  il!  to-morrow. 
Ytt,  eaution*  prudence,  by  your  leave,. 

Thelecret's  in  my  ke-rpiug  : 
1  am  weak  woman,  and,   like  Eve, 

•   ..ui.'Jt  rtii'iiiu  tVuM  ors-pini;. 


DIBDIN'S  SELECTED  SONGS.         41 


BALLAD  —  -IN     THE     REASONABLE    ANIMALS. 


— A  Wolf  who  had  been  a  Lawyer.— 

By  roguery,  'tis  true, 

I  opulent  grew, 
Jul>  like  my  other  profefiional  firmer  ; 

An  orphan,  d'ye   i'c-  , 

Would  juft  waili  down  my  tea, 
And  a  poor  friendlefs  widow  would  ferve  me  for  dinner, 

I  was,  to  be  fure, 

Of  the  helplcfs  and  poor 
A  guardian  appointed  to  manage  the  pelf; 

And  I  manag'd  it  well, 

But  how — fays  you — tell  ? 
Why  I  let  them  all  ftarve,  to  take  care  of  myfclf. 

With  thefe  tricks  I  went  on 

Till,  faith  fir,  anon, 
A  parcel  of  ftupid,  mean-fpirited  foil's, 

As  they  narrowly  watclfd  rne, 

Soon  at  my  tricks  catc'iM  m-.\ 
And,  in  their  own  words,   haul'd  me  over  the  coals. 

In  the  pillory,  that  fate 

For  rogues,  foon  or  Lite, 
I  flood,  for  the  fport  of  a  diilolnte  mob; 

Pill  my  neck  Matter  Ketch 

Was  fn  eaoer  to  ftretch, 
That  I  gave  the  thing  up  as  a  dangerous  pb. 

Now  a  wolf — from  their  dams 

1  ftcal  plenty  of  Iambi, 
Pamper1  d  high,  and  well  fed — an  infatiable  glutton— 

In  much  the  fame  fphere 

When  a  man,  I  move  her?, 

Make    and    break    laws    at    pleafure,    and    kill    my    c 
mutton. 

Then  lince,  for  their  fport, 

No  one  here  mf>ves*the  court, 
Nor  am  I  amenable  to  an  employer, 

I  fliall  ever  prefer, 

With  your  leave,  my  good  fir, 
The  lift  of  a  wolf  to  the  life  01  u  lawyer. 
D  2 
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BALLAD  -  IN    THE    REASONABLE    ANIMALS 


—  A  bog  <ivho  bad  been  an  alderman—  ~ 

FOR  dainties  I've  had  of  them  a!!, 

At  taverns,  Lord  Mayor's,  and  Guildhall, 

Whore  the  purveyors,  nothir.g  Itingy, 

To  fill  the  wallet, 

And  pa'iiper  the  palate, 
Have  rarities  brought  from  India. 

Then  what  figninVs  what  one  takc^  in, 
For,   when  one's  cram'd  up  to  the  chin, 
Why,  really,  good  friend  to  my  thinking, 

If  on  veniion  and  wines, 

Or  on  hogwafh,   one  dines, 
At  lafl  'tis  but  eating  and  drinfcing. 
Btiides,  I've  no  books  I  arrange, 
Nor  at  two  need  I  e'er  go  to  change  ; 
Have  no   bufinefs  with  noie,  bond,  or  tally, 

Nor  need  I,  from  any  ill  luck, 

Either  bull,  or  a  bear,  or  lame  duck, 
.Ever  i'-jar  waddling  out  of  the  alley. 
For  dainties,  &c. 


KALLAD  -  IN   THE   REASONABLE  ANIMALS. 

—  A  lull  who  had  been  an  Irijhman  — 

IS'T  my  ftory  you'd  know  ?  —  I  was  Patrick.  Mulrooney, 

A  johnan,  and  Ireland  my  nation, 
To  be  fure  I  was  not  a  tight  fellow  too,  honey, 

Before  my  tranfmogritication. 
I  did  rat  at  all  t'ilk  of  flames  and  of  darts, 
To  coWiuer  the  fair  —  the  dca-  jewels  ! 
And  wid  hufbands,  becaft  why  I  won  their  wives'  hearts, 
I  did  not  fight  plenty  of  dueis. 

Then  arrah,  bodfler  how  you  can, 

\o:.r)l  ne'er  peifuade  me,  honey, 
For  1  lhall  aftvays,  bull  or  nian^ 
JUc  Patrick  Muliooney, 
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When  at  Almack's,  or  White's,  or  at  Brookes's,  or  Boodle's, 

I've  fat  up  all  night  in  the  morning, 
'Mongft  black  legs,  and  congers,  and  pigeons,  and  noodles, 

The  calling  to  ufe  I  was  born  in  : 
To  be  fure  many  honed  gold  guineas  it  yields, 

But,  iincc  'tis  a  fervice  of  danger, 
I'm  a  better  man  now  I'm  a  bull  in  the  fields, 

To  popping  and  tilting  a  ftranger. 


BALLAD  -  IN    LIBERTY-HALt. 


WERE  Patience  kind  to  me 

Oh  he  de  nos  ! 
Far  plyther  than  a  coat  I'd  be, 

Oh  he  de  nos ! 

Leap,  ikip,  and  pound,  would  poor  Ap  Hugh, 
And  capriole,  and  caper  too, 
And  friik,  and  jump,  and  dance,  look  you, 

Oh  he  de  nos  ! 

But  Patience  very  cruel  is, 

Oh  he  de  nos! 
With  jibts,  and  cheers,  and  mockeries, 

Oh  he  de  nos  ! 

Which  makes  to  fi«h  and  fob  Ap  Hugh, 
And  whining,  his  fad  fortune  rue, 
And  crieve,  and  croan,  and  cruut,  look  you, 

Oh  he  de  uos  ! 


BALLAD IN   LIBER.TT-HALL, 

WHEN  faintly  gleams  the  doubtful  day, 
Ere  yet  the  dew  drops  on  the  thorn, 

Borrow  a  luftrc  from  the  ray 

That  tips  with  gold  the  dancing  corn, 

Health  bids  awake,  and  homage  pay 
To  him  who  gave  another  morn. 

And,  well  with  ftrength  hi»  nerves  to  bra**, 

Urges  the  fportfman  to  the  chafe. 

Do  we  purfue  the  timid  hare, 

'    As  trembling  o'er  the  lawn  fhc  hounds  ? 

S.ill  of  her  i'afcty  have  we  carr» 
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WI'i!e  fceming  death  her  ftep.*  furrounds, 
We  the  defenctlels  creature  fpare, 

.<*nd  inftant  flop  the  well  taught    hounds  : 
For  crueity  fhould  ne'er  diigrace 
The  well-earn'd  pleafure  of  the  chafe. 
Do  we  purfue  the  fuhtle  fox, 

Still  let  him  breaks  and  rivers  try, 
Through  mar  flies  wade,  or  climb  the  rocks, 

The  deep-mouth'd  hounds  fhall  following  fly 
And  while  he  every  danger  mocks, 

Unpitiedfhall  the  culprit  die  : 
To   quell  this  cruel,  arcftil  race, 
Is  labour  worthy  of  the  chafe. 
Rcturn'd,  with  fliaggy  fpoils  well  ftor'd, 

To  our  convivial  joys  at  night, 
We  toaft,  and  firft  our  country's  lord, 

Anxious  who  mo  A  fhall  do  him  right  ; 
'1  he  fair  next  crowns  the  focial  board, 

Britons   lliould    love    as  well   as   fight  — 
For  he  who  flights  the  tender  race, 
Is  held  unworthy  of  the  chafe. 


SONG  -  IN     LIBERTY-HALL. 


WHO  to  my  wounds  a  balm  advifes, 

But  little  knows  what  I  endure; 
The  patient's    pain    to   torture  rifcs 

When  medicine's  try'd,  and  fails  to  cure. 
What  cnn  thewifeft  counfel  teach  me, 

But  fad  remembrance  of  my  grief  ? 
A '.is!  your  kindnefs   cannot    reach  me, 

It  sives  bat  words — I  alk  relief. 


BALLAD — IN    LIEERTY-HALL. 

t^ 
K  RATLIN  was  the  abieft  fea-man, 
None  like  him  ecu  Id  hand,    reef,  and  fleer, 
No  dangerous  toil  but  he'd  encounter, 
With  {kill,  and  in  contempt  of  fear: 
In  fight  a  lion — the  battle  ended, 
Meek  as  a  bleating  lamb  he'd  \  rove ; 
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Thus  Jack  had  manners,  courage,  merit, 
Yet  did  he  figh,  and  all  for  love. 

The  fong,  the  jcft,  the  flowing  liquor, 
For  none  of  thefe  had  Jack  regard  ; 
He,  while  his  mefTmates  were  caroufing, 

High  fitting  on  the  pendant  yard, 
Would  think  upon  his  fair  ones  beauties, 

Swear  never  from  fuch  charms  to  rove, 

That  truly  he'd  adore  them  living, 

And,  dying,  iigh  —  to  end  his  love. 

The  fame  exprcfs  the  erew  commanded 

Once  more  to  view  their  native  land, 

Among  the  reft,  brought  Jack  f:jme  tidingi, 

"Would  it  had  been  his  love's  fair  hand  ! 

Oh  fate  —  her  death  dcfac'd  the  letter, 

la  (butt  her  pullc  forgot  to  move, 

With  quiv'ring  lip?,  and  eyes  uplifted, 

He  heav'd  a  figh  —  and  dy'd  for  love  ! 


GLEE  -  IN  LIBERTY  HALL. 


Vv  HAT  if  my  pleafures  fools  condemn, 
Becaufe  I  am  not  dull,  like  them, 
Becaufe  no  minute  1  let  pafs, 
Unmark'd  by  a  convivial  glafs  ? 
Or  elfe  retir'd  from  ft  rife  and  noife, 
1  tempt  the  fair  to  fofter  joys; 
A  mortal  with  a  foul  divine, 
Alternate  crown'd  with  love  and  •wine. 
Thefe  fliall  on  earth  my  being  fharc, 
And  when  I'm  gone,  if  in  my  heir 
My  fpirit  live,  let  him  not  mourn, 
But  feecmhofs'd  upon  my  urn. 
Bacchus  and  Venus  in  a  wreath, 
With  this  infcription  underneath  : 
"  Thii-  mortal  had  a  foul  divine, 
"  Alternate  cro\r'd  with  love  and  wine.'* 


..  ..  <  y.. 
BALLAD  —  IN    LIBERTY-HAM.. 


WHEN  fairies  are  lighted  by  night's  filver  queen. 
And  feaftin  the  meadow,  or  dance  on  the  grec.n, 
My  J,.un!>k:u  afidc  lays  his  plough  and  hi*  flail, 
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By  yon  oak  to  Gt  near  me,  and  tell  his  fond  tale, 
And  though  I'm  affiir'd  the  fame  vows  were  believed 
By  Patty  and  Ruth,  he  forfook  and  deceived, 
Yet,  fo  i  \vect  are  his  words,  and  like  truth  fo  appear, 
I  pardon  thetrcafon,  the  traitor's  fo  dear. 

I  faw  the  ftraw  bonnet  he  bought  at  the  fair, 
The  rofe-cokiur'd  ribbon  to  deck  Jenny's  hair, 
The  flioe-iies  of  Bridget,  and  ftill  worfc  than  ihis, 
The  gloves  he  gave  Peggy  for  fteaiing  a  kifs. 
All  thefe  did  I  fee,  and  with  heart-rending  pain, 
Swore  to  part  ;  yet  I  know,  when  I  fee  him  again, 
His  words  and  his  looks  will  like  truth  fo  appear, 
1  fhail  pardon  the  treafon,  the  traitor's  fodear. 


BALLAD  -  IN    LIBERTY    HALL. 


EE  the  courfe  thron^'d  with  gazers,  the  fports  arc   begun 
The  confuiion  but  hear  ! — I'll  bet  you  fir — done,  done  ; 
Ten  thoufand  ftrangu  murmurs  refound  far  and  near, 
Lords,  hawkers,  andjockics,  affail  the  tir'd  ear  : 
While  with  neck  like  a  rainbow,  erecting  his  creft, 
Pamper'd,    prancing,  and  pleas'd,    his    head    touching   his 

breaft 

Scarcely  fr.uffingthe  air,  he's  fo  proud  and  elate, 
The  high-mettled  racer  firft  flarts  for  the  plate. 

Now  renard's  turn'd  out,  and  o'er  hedge  and  ditch  rufh, 
Hounds,  horfes,  and  huntl'men,  all  hard  at  thisbrufh  ; 
They  run  him  at  length,  and  they  have  him  at  bay, 
And  by  fcent  and  by  view  cheat  a  long  tedious  way  : 
While,  alike  born  for  fports  of  the  field  and  the  courfe, 
Always  fure  to  come  thorough,  a  (Taunch  and  fleet  horfe  ; 
When  fairly  run  down,  the  fox  yields  up  his  breath, 
The  high  -mettled  racer  is  in  at  the  death. 

Grown  aged,   ufed  up,  and  turn'd  out  of  the  ftud. 

Lame,  ^jiavin'd,  and  windgali'd,  but  yet  with  fome  blo<  d  ;. 

While  ^Bwiog  pcftillions  his  pedigree  trace, 

Tell  his™m  \von  the  iweepttcakts,  his  fire  gain'd  that  race  ; 

And  what  matches  he  won  to  the  oftlcrs  count  o'er, 

As  they  loiter  their  time  at  fome  hedge  ale  houfe  door, 

While  the  harnefs  foregal.'s,  and  the  fpurs  his  fide*  goad, 

The  high-mettled  racer 'a  a  hack  on  the  road.. 
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Tiliatlafr,,  having  labour'd,  drudg'd  early  and  late, 
Bow'd  down-by  degrees,  he  bends  on  his  fa  c, 
Blind,  old,  lean,  and  feeble,  he  tugs  round  a  mill, 
Or  draws  fand,  till  the  fand  of  his  hour-glafs  .'lauds  ftiil  : 
An'  now,  cold  aiifl  lifelefs,  e%poft:d  to  the  view, 
I  H(  the  very  fame  <•  art  which  he  vefterday  drew, 
While  a  pitying  crowd  his  i'.id  i  clicks  furrounds, 
The  high-mettled  racer  is  foKl  fur  the  hounds. 


BALLAD  -  IN    LIBERTY   HALL. 


DO  falmonds  love  a  lucid  (tream  ? 

Do  thirlty  fheep  love  fountains? 
Do  Druids  love  a   doleful   theme  ? 

Or  goats  the  craggy  mountains  ? 
If  it  be  true  thefe  things  are  fo, 

As  truly  flic's  my  lovey, 

And  os  wit  I  yng  cane  I, 

Rooi  fit  dwyn  de  garie  di, 
Asein,  dai,  tree,  pedw-ir,  pimp,  chwcck  go 

The  bells  of  Abcrdovey. 
Do  keffels  love  a  -whifp  of  hay? 

Do  fpnghtly  kids  love  prancing  ? 
Do  curates  crowdies  love  to  play  ? 

Or  peafants  morice  dancing  ? 

If  it  be  true,  &c. 


BALLAD  -  IN    THE    BENEVOLENT    TAR. 


A  PLAGUE  of  thofemulty  old  lubbers, 

Who  tell  us  to  faft  and  to  think, 
And  patient  fall  in  with  life's  rubbers, 

With  nothing  but  water  to  drink. 
A  can  of  good  (tuff!  had  they  twigg'd  it, 
"Twould  have  fet  the;nfor  pleafurc  agog, 
And,  fpight  of  the  rules 
Ofthefchoolfj 
The  old  fools 

V/ould  have  all  of  'cm  fwigg'd  it, 
And  fworc  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 
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My  father  when  lafl  I  from  Guinea 
Return'd,  with  abundance  of  wealth, 

Cry'd  Jack,  never  be  fuch  a  ninny 

To  drink  : — laid  1— father  your  health. 

J5o  I  fhew'd  him  the  ftuff  and  he  twigg'd  it, 

And  it  fct  the  old  codger  agog, 
And  he  fwigg'd,  and  mother, 
And  fifler,  and  brother, 

And  I  fwigg'd,  and  all  of  us  fwigg'd  it, 

And  fwore  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 

T'other  day  as  the  chaplain  was  preaching, 

Behind  him  I  curioufly  flunk, 
And  while  he  our  duty  was  teaching, 
As  how  we  fliould  never  get  drunk, 
I  fhew'd  him  the  (luff,  and  he  twigg'd  it, 
And  it  foon  fet  his  rev'rence  agog. 

And  he  fwigg'd,  and  Nick  fwigg'd, 

And  Ben  f\vigg'd,  and  Dick  fwigg'd, 
And  I  fwigg'd,  and  all  of  us  fwigg'd  it, 
And  fwore    there  was  nothing  like  grog. 
Then  trufl  me  there's  nothing  like  drinkingj 

So  pleafant  on  this  fide  the  grave  ; 
It  keeps   the  unhappy  from   thinking, 

And  makes  e'en  thev  aliant  more  brave. 
As  for  me,  from  the  moment  I  twigg'd  it, 
The  good  fluff  has  fo  let  me  agog, 

Sick  or  well,  la'e  or  early, 

Wind  foully  or  fairly, 

Helm  a-lee  or  a- weather, 

For  hours  together, 
I've  conflantly  fwigg'd  it, 
And,  dam'me,  there's  nothing  like  grog. 


BALLAD IN    THE    BENEVOLENT    TAP, 

WHAT  argufies  pride  and  ambition  ? 
Soon  or  late  death  will  take  us  in  tow  ; 
Each  gullet  has  got  its  commiffion, 
And  when  our  time's  come  we  mufl  gc. 

Then  drink  and  fing — hang  pain  and  forrow. 
The  halter  was  made  for  the  neck  ; 
He  that's  now  live  and  lufly — to-morrow 
Perhaps  may  be  flretch'don  the  deck. 
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Then  drink  and  iing — hang  pain  and  forro\v} 
The  halter  was  made  for  the  neck  ; 
He  that's  new  live  and  lu'-y — to-morrow 
1'erhapf  may  be  flretch'd  on  the  deck. 

There  was  little  Tom  Lin  flock  of  Dover 

Got  kiii'd,  and  left  Polly  in  pain, 
Poll  cry'd,  but  her  grief  was  loon  over, 

And  then  fhe  &ot  married  again. 

Then  drink,  &c. 
Jack  Junk  was  ill  ufed  by  Bet  CrockeY^ 

And  fo  took  to  guzzling  the.  fluff, 
Till  he  tumbled  in  okl  Davy's  locker, 

And  there  he  got  liquor  enough. 

Then  drink,  &c. 
For  our  j  rize  money  then  to  the  prwStor, 

Take  of  joy  while  'tis  going  our  freak; 
For  what  argufies  calling  the  doctor 

When  the  anchor  of  life  is  apeak. 
Then  drink,  &c. 


BALLAD IN    THE    BENEVOLENT    TA.1. 


A  Sailor's  love  is  void  of  art, 
Plain  failing  to  his  port,  the  heart, 
He  knows  no  jealous  folly  : 
'Twere  hard  enough  at  fca  to  war 
With  boifterous  elements  that  jar — 
All's  peace  with  lovely  Polly. 
Enough  that,  far  from  fight  of  fhorc, 
Cleuds  frown,  and  angry  billows  roar. 
Still  is  he  briik  and  jolly  : 
And  while  caroufiwg  with  his  mates, 
Her  health  he  drinks — anticipates 
The  fmiles  of  lovely  Folly. 
Should  thunder  on  the  horizon  prefs, 
Mocking  our  fignals  of  diflrefs, 
E'en  then  dull  melancholy, 
Dares  not  intrude  • — he  braves  the  diB 
In  hopes  to  find  a  calm  within 
The  fnovy  arms  of  Polly. 
E 
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BALLAD IN     THE    MILK  MAID. 

SWEET  dities  would  my  Patty  fang, 

Old  Chevy  Chafe,  God  fave  the  King, 

Fair  Rofemy,  and  Sawny  Scot, 

Lilebularo,  the  Irifh  Trot, 

All  thefe  would  fing  my  blue-cy'd  Patty. 

As  with  her  pail  fhe'd  trudge  along, 

While  flill  the  burthen  of  her  fong 

My  hammer  beat  to  b!ue-ey'd  Patty. 

Bat  nipping  frofts  and  chilling  rain 

Too  foon  alas  choak'd  every  ftrain  ; 

Too  foon,  alas  !  the  miry  way 

Her  wet  fhod  feet  did  fore  difmay. 

And  hoarfc  was  heard  my  blue-ey'd  Patty. 

While  I  for  very  mad  did  cry  ; 

Ah  could  I  but  again,  faid  I, 

Hear  the  fwcet  voice  of  blue-ey'd  Patty  '' 

Love  taught  me  how — I  work'd,   I  lung, 

My  anvil  glow'd,  my  hammer  rung, 

Till  I  had  form'd  from  out  the  fire, 

To  bear  her  feet  above  the  mire, 

An  engine  for  my  blue-ey'd  Patty. 

Again  was  heard  each  tuneful  clofe, 

My  fair  one  on  the  patten  rofe, 

Which  takes  ils  name  from  blue-ey'd  Patty. 


BALLAD  -  IN    HARVEST  HOME. 


AS  Dermot  toil'd  one  fummer's  day, 
Young  Shelah,  as  fhe  fat  behind  him, 
Fairly  dole  his  pipe  away  — 
Oh  den  to  hear  how  flie'd  deride  him. 
Where,  poor  Dermot  is  it  gone, 
Your  lily  lily  loodlc  ? 
They've  left  you  nothing  but  tli£  drone. 
And  that's  yourfelf,  you  noodle. 
.Be.um  bum  boodle,   looclle  lo, 
Poor  Dermot'spipe  is  loll  and  gone, 
Aud  what  will  fhe  poor  devil  do  ? 


51 


Fait,  now  I  am  undone  and  more, 

Cry'd  Derniot  —  ah  \viil  you  be  aefy  ? 

Did  not  you  flalc  my  heart  before  ? 

Is  it  you'd  have  a  man  run  crazy  ? 

I've  nothing  left  rne  now  in  r.i  .;-.ri, 

My  lily  lily  loodle, 

Thai  ufed  to  chear  me  fo  is  gone  — 

Ah  Dermot  thou'rt  a  noodle. 

Beum  bum  boodle,  loodle  lo, 

My  heart,  and  pipe,  and  peace  are  gone 

What  next  will  cruel  Shtlah  do  ? 

But  Shclah  hearing  Dermot  vex, 

Cry'd  flic,   'twns  little  Cupi-1  mov'd  me, 
Ye  fool  to  (led  it  out  of  tricks, 
Only  to  fee  how  much  you  lov'd  n~e. 

Come  cheer  thee  Dermont,  never  moan, 

But  take  your  lily  loodle, 
And  for  the  heart  of  you  that's  gone, 
You  fliall  have  mine,  you  noodle. 
Beum  bum  boodle,  loodle  lo, 
Shela's  to  church  with  Dermot  gane> 
And  for  the  reft  —  what's  dat  to  you. 


BALLAD  -  IN     CLUMP    AND    CUDDEN^ 


THIS,  this  my  lad's  a  foldier's  life, 
He  marches  to  the  fprightly  fife, 
And  in  each  town  to  fonie  new  wife, 

Swears  he'll  be  ever  true; 
He's  here — he's  there — where  is  he  not  ? 
Variety's  his  envied  lot. 
He  eats,  drink«,  (leeps,  and  pays  no  fliot, 
And  fellows  the  loud  tattoo. 
Cali'd  out  to  face  his  country's  foes, 
The  tears  of  fond  dornertic  woes 
He  kifles  off,  and  boldly  goes 
To  earn  of  fame  his  due. 
R;ligion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
Both  his  are,  and  his  country's  caufe  — 
For  thel'c,  through  danger,  without  pauie, 

He  follows  the  loud  tattoo. 
A  id  if  at  lad,  in  honour's  wars, 
tic  earns  his  fhare  of  dagger's  fr*rf, 
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Still  he  feels  bold,  and  thanks  his  ftars 

He's  no  wone  fate  to  lue  : 
At  Che  Tea,  free  from  toil  and  pain, 
.He  wields  hk  crutch,  points  out  the  I'lairy 
And,  in  fond  fancy,  once  again, 

Follows  the  loud  tattoo. 


BALLAD- — IN    TOM    THUMB. 


LS  it  little  Tom  Thumb  that  you  mean,  and  his  battles  ? 
Arrah  fend  him  for  playthings  feme  whiftlts  and  rattfes  ; 
At  the  fight  of  a  fword  all  his  nerves  would  be  quaking-, 
He  fight  !  he  kill  giants  !  is  it  game  you  are  making  i 
As  well  may  you  tell  us  that  eagles  fear  larks, 
That  mice  cat  up  lions,  and  fprats  fwallow  fharks  : 
Then  talk  not  of  any  fucli  nonienfe  to  me  — 
"VVid  your  confounded  boderum  bumboodle  hddle  lee. 

Tom  Thumb  !  fuch  a  flvrimp  fure  no  eyes  ever  faw— 

He  handles  his  arras  as  a  fly  hugs  a  flraw  : 

To  be  i'ure  in  the  wars  dangers  certain  to  quit  him, 

For  the  taef's  fuch  K  flea  dare's  no  bullet  can  hit  him. 

_*nd  then  as  to  courage,  my  jewel  —  hoot,  hoot  ! 

Arrah  did  not  I  find  him  chin  deep  in  my  boot  ? 

Then  talk  not  of  any  fuch  nonienfe  to  me, 

Wid  your  confounded  bodtrum  bumboodle  'itldlc  Tec. 

Tom  Thumb  marry  you!  —  roufha  homy  be  aefy, 

Were  it  not  for  your  fcnfe,   I  fhou'd  think  you  gone  cra?.y 

Shall  a  fine  ftately  oftrich  thus  wed  a  cock-fparrow  ? 

"Twere  a  haiberd  ftuck  up  by  the  fide  of  an  arrow  — 

Or  a  fly  on  a  church,  or  a  mountain  and  tnuufe, 

Or  a  pifinire  that  crawls  l>y  <•  he  fide  of  a  houfe  : 

Tht-n  talk  net  of  any  fuch  nonienfe  to  me, 

Wid  your  confounded  boderum,  bumboodle  liddk  lee. 


BALLAD. 


THAT  all  the  world  is  up  in  aims, 
And  !.ilks  i-f  i.cutht  Lut  Delia's  charms, 
Tl;at  crowds  of  Iov<  vs  r.var  and  far, 
Come  a!i  to  ice.  thit  bJax-ir^  Har, 
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Is  true — who  lias  not  heard  on't. 
But  that  (lie  all  at  diftance  keeps, 
And  that  her  virtue  never  deeps — 
I  don't  believe  a  word  on't. 

That  for  one  lover  had  fhe  ten, 

In  fhort,  did  fhe  from  all  the  men 

Her  homage  due  each  day  receive, 

She  has  good  fenfe,  and,  I  believe, 

Would  never  grow  abfurd  on't : 

But  for  foft  dalliance  fhe'd  refufe 

So.ne  favourite  from  the  crowd  to  chufc — 

I  don't  believe  a  word  on't. 

That  in  the  face  of  flanders-by 

She's  modefty  itfelf's  110  lie  ; 

That  then  were  men  rude  things  to  fay, 

'Twould  anger  her — oh  I  would  lay 

A  bottle  and  a  bird  on't  : 

But  to  her  bedchamber,  d'ye  fee, 

That  Betty  has  no  private  key 

I  don't  believe  a  word  on't. 


BALLAD. 


I  Thought  we  were  fitlJIe  and  bow, 

So  well  w«  in  concert  kept  time, 
But,  to  ftrike  up  a  part  bafe  and  low, 

Without  either  reafou  or  rhime  : 
What  a  natural  was  I  fo  foon 

With  plcafure  to-quaver  away  ! 
For  I'm  humm'd,    1  think,  now  to  fo.ue  tui;r%;- 

She  has  left  me  the  piper  to  pay. 

1  plainly  perceive  flic's  in  elee, 

And  thinks  I  llialL  be  fuch  a  flat 
As  to  fhake,  but  flic's  in  a  wrong  key, 

For  fhc  never  fliall  catch  rne  at  thac. 
Whoe'er  to  the  crotches  of  !ovc 

Lets  his  heart  dance  a,  jig  in  his  breafl, 
Twill  a  bar  to  his  happinefs  prove, 

Aad  fhall  furdy  deprive  him  of  reft. 
£2 
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BALLAD. 


I  fing  of  a  war  fet  on  foot  for  a  toy, 

And  of  Paris,  and  Helen,  and  Hector,  and  Troy, 

Where  011  women,  kings,  gen'rals,  and  coblers  you  (tumble, 

Aiul  of  mortals  and  gods  meet  a  very  ftrange  jumble, 

Sing  diddcroo  bubbcroo,  oh  my  joy, 

How  i'wectly  they  did  one  another  deflroy  f 

Come,  Oil  up  your  bumpers,  the  whifky  enjoy, 

May  we  ne'er  iee  the  like  of  the  tiege  of  'i  roy  ! 

Menel;ius  was  happy  wid  Helen  his   wife, 

Except  that  ilie  led  him  a  devil  of  a  life, 

Wid  d*t  handfomc  tafe  Paris  fhe'u  toy  *nd  flie'd  p'ay, 

Tjli  they  pack'd  up  their  alls,  and  rhey  both  ran  away. 

Sing  didderoo,  &c- 

Agamemnon,  and  all  the  great  chiefs  of  his  houfe, 
Soon  took  u  i  tlie  caufeof  this  hornified  fpoufe, 
V/iiile  Juno  faid  this  thing,  and  Venus  laid  that, 
And  the  gods  i'ell  a  wiangling  they  knew  not  for  what. 

Sing  didderoo,  &c. 

Oh  den  fuch  a  (laughter,  and  cutting  of  trotas, 
Attd  (i -tying  of  bullocks,  and  offering  up  goats  ! 
Till  the  cunning  U  lyric*,  the  '1'rojans  to  crol's, 
<j!apt  forty  tine  fellows  in  one  wooden  horie. 

Sing  didderoo,  &c. 

Oh  den  for  to  fee  the  maids,  widows,  and  wives, 
Crying  :"omc  for  their  virtue,  and  ibine  for  their  lives  ;. 
'J'hus  after  ten  years  they'd  defended  their  town, 
Poor  dear  Truy  in  ten  minutes  wiiaii  burnt  Uowu  ! 
Sing  didderoo,  &c. 

But  to  fee  how  it  cnded's  the  Ueft  joke  ef  aH, 
S-j«:i.-e  had  wrong'd  Menelaui  afcencled  the  wall, 
But  he  bluhb'ring  law  Helen,  and,  oh  ftrange  to  te!!^ 
'll>e  man  took,  his  marc,   and  fo  all  was  wed. 
i>ing  didderoQ,  &c. 


BALLAD. 


1  Sing  UlyfTes.  and  thofe  chiefs 
V/ko,  out  of  near  a  million., 
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So  luckily  their  bacon  fav'd 

Before  the  walls  of  Ilion. 
Yankee  doodle  doodle  doo, 

Black  negro  he  get  fumho, 
And  when  you  come  to  our  town. 

Well  make  you  drunk  with  bumbo. 

Who  having  taken,  fack'd,  and  burnt, 

That  very  firft  of  cities, 
Return'd  in  triurrph,  while  the  bards 

All  flruck  np  amorous  ditties. 
Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

The  Cyclops  firft  we  vifitcd, 

Ulyffcb  made  him  cry  our, 
For  he  eat  his  mut.on,  drank  his  wine, 

And  then  lie  pok'd  his  eye  out. 
Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

From  thence  we  vent  to  Circe's  land, 

Who  faith  a  girl  of  fpunk  is,       ' 
For  fhe  made  us  drunk,  and  chang'd  us  all 

To  affes,  goats,  and  moukics. 

Yankee  doodle,  <kc. 
Aud  then  to  hell  and  back  again, 

Then  where  the  Svrens  Cara, 
Swell  cadence,  trill,  and  (liak.e,  almoft 

As  well  as  Madam  Mara. 
Yankee  doodle,   £c. 

To  fell  Charibdis  next,   and  tlicn 
Where  yawning  Scylla  grapple* 

Six  men  at  once,  and  eat-;  them  til, 
Jufl  like  fo  many  apples. 
Yankee  doodle,  &c 

Fiom  thence  to  where  Apollo's  bull* 
And  fhecp  ail  play  and  fkip  i'o, 

From  whence  UlyfTes  went  alone 
To  the  Iflaiid  ol  Calypfo. 
Yankee  doodle,    <Kc. 

And  there  he  kifs'd,  and  toy'd,  and  p'sy'tfj 

'1  i.s  true  upon  my  life  iir, 
Till,  having  turn'd  his  niiRref.  off, 

kle'*  coining  to  his  wife  fir. 
Yankee  doodl<  4  &c, 
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•.«>*-  •••»"  <^><3-$>  ;S>  "*"  •««••• 
GLEE. 


WE,  on  the  prefent  hour  relying, 

Think  not  of  future,  nor  of  paft, 
But  feize  each  moment  as  'tis  flying, 

Perhaps  the  next  may  he  our  lafl. 
Perhaps  old  Charon,  at  his  wherry, 

This  moment  waits  to  waft  us  o'er; 
Then  charge  your  glaffes,  and  he  merry, 

For  fear  we  ne'er  fhould  charge  them  more. 
With  brow  auftere,  and  head  reclining, 

Let  envy,  age,  and  haggard  care 
Grow  four,  and  at  our  joy  repining, 

Blanc  pleafures  which  they  cannot  {hare. 
Put  round  the  glafies,  and  be  jolly, 

In  fpight  of  all  fuch  idle  fluff, 
Whether  'tis  wifdom  or  'tis  folly, 

"I  is  pleafure  boys,  and-  that's  enough. 

BALLAD. 

I'VE  made  to  marehe*  Mars  defcend, 
fuftice  in  jigs  her  fcales  fufpend, 
iiagicians  ill  gavots  portend, 

And  Furies  black  wigs  brittle: 
To  nrcftos  Pa'las  -&£gis'  blaze, 
t>nakes  twift  to  fugues  a  thoufand  \rays, 
And  Jove  whole  towns  with  lightning  raz^ 

At  found  of  the  prompter rs  whillle. 
I've  made  a  fun  cf  pclifii'd  tin, 
Dragons  of  wood,  with  ghaftly  grin, 
A  cv.nvas  ft- a,  th^  -.vhich  withia 

Did  leather  Dolphins  caper; 
I've  fbrung  with  packthread  Orpheus'  lyre, 
Made  fheep  and  oxen  dance  with  wire, 
And  have  deftroyed,  with  painted  fire, 

Grand  ternpksof  cartridge  paper. 
I've  made  a  fwain,  his  love  afleep, 
Chide  warbling  birds  and  b'cating  flieep, 
While  he  himfclf  did  bawling  keep, 

Like  boatman  at  a  ferry  i 
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I've  racks  made  (hat  ne  blood  could-  fpill, 
Foul  poil'on  that  could  do  no  ill, 
-ATd  daggers  queens  and  princes  kill, 
Wiio  are  alive  and  merry. 


BALLAD. 

WHEN  laft  from  the  ftraigbts  we  had  fairly  cafl  anchor, 

I  went,  bonny  Kitty  to  hail, 
With  quintables  ftor'd,  for  our  voyage  was  a  fpanker, 

And  bran  new  was  every  fail  : 
But  I  knew  well  enough  how,  with  words  fweet  as  honey^ 

They  trick  us  poor  tars  of  our  gold, 
And  when  the  fly  gipfies  have  finger'd  the  money, 

The  bag  they  poor  jack  give  to  hold. 
So  I  chafed  her,  d'ye  fee,  my  lade,  under  falfe  colours, 

Swore  my  riches  were  all  at  an  end, 
That  I'd  fported  away  all  my  good-looking  dollar*, 

And  benow'd  my  togs  of  a  friend  : 
Oh  then  had  you  feen  her,  no  longer  ray  honey, 

"Twas  var!et,  audacious  and  bold, 
Begone  from  njy  fight  —  now  you've  fpent  all  your  money 

for  Kitty  the  bag  you  may  hold. 
With  that  I  took  out  double  handfuls  of  fhineri, 

And  fcornfully  bid  her  good  bye, 

'Twould  have  clone  your  heart  good  had  you  then  fcen  her 
fine  airs, 

How  fhe'cl  leer,  and  fhe'dfob,  and  fhe'd  figh  ; 
But  I  flood  well  the  broadfide,  while  jewel  and  honey 

Shecall'd  me,  I  put  up  the  gold, 
And  bearing  away,  as  1  fack'd  all  the  snonry, 

Ltft  the  bag  for  Ma'am  Kitty  to  hold. 


BALLAD  -  INTENDED    FOR  THE    QUAKER. 


THOU  man  of  firmnefs  turn  this  way, 
Nor  time  by  abJence  meafure. 

The  fportivc  dance,  the  fprightly  lay 
Shall  wake  thee  into  pleafurc  : 

S;)ite  of  thy  formal  outward  man, 
Thou'rt  g,iy>  as  we  fliull  prcre  thcc; 


58         DIBDIN'S  SELECTED  SONGS. 

Then  cheer  thee,  laugh  away  thy  fpan, 

And  let  the  fpirit  move  thee, 
None  are  more  juft,  more  true,  more  fair, 

More  upright  in  their  dealings, 
Than  men  of  thy  profefSon  arc, 

But  are  they  v,-ith»ut  feelings  ? 
E'tu  no\r  I  know  thy  honeft  heart 

Full  ibrely  doth  reprove  thee; 
Be  g<y  then,  in  our  joy  take  part, 

And  let  the  fpirit  move  thee. 


BALLAD. 


IN  Paris,  as  in  London, 
Vice  thrives,  and  virtue's  undone  ; 
Errors,  paflions,  want  of  truth, 
Folly,  in  age  as  well  as  youth, 

Are  things  by  no  means  mre, 
But  honell  ufurers,  friends  fmcere, 
And  judges  with  their  confcience  clear, 

C'eft  qu'on  ne  voit  gutre. 
In  Paris  All  things  vary, 
1  Sixteen  and  fixty  marry ; 
lien  prefuming  on  their  purfe, 
Heirs  with  their  e  dates  at  nurfe, 
Are  things  by  no  means  rare  : 
Eut  doctors  who  refufe  a  fee, 
And  wives  and  h-.ifbands  who  agree, 

C'eft  qu'on  ne  voit  guere. 
In  Paris  idle  paffion 
And  folly  lead  the  fafhion  ; 
Attention  paid  to  ihew  and  drefs, 
Modeft  merit-in  diflrcfs, 

Are  things  by  no  means  rare  : 
But  friendship  in  farcaftic  fnecrs, 
And  honefly  in  widow's  te?rs, 
C'eft  qu'on  ne  voit  guere. 


BALLAD. 

JJEROLD  the  fairies'  jocund  baud, 
Who  fii-m,  though  low  of  ftature, 


BIBDIM  S   SELECTED   SONGS. 

"*Gainft  giant  vice  fha'l  make  a  Hand, 
Pourtraying  human  ruture. 

We've  charailers  of  every  mould, 

All  tempers,  Ibrms,  and  fizcs, 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  young,  the  old, 

Hid  under  quaint  difguifes. 
Then  hey  for  the  fairies,   &c. 

We  have  a  prieft  who  never  fwears, 

But  who  is  always  ready 
With  money,  or  advice,  or  prayers, 

To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 
A  man  and  wife,  who  both  on  crutch 

Arc  no\v  obliged  to  hobble, 
Who  fifty  years,  or  near  as  much, 

Have  never  had  a  fqnabb'e, 

Then  hey  for  tlie  fairies,  &c. 
A  magiftrate  upright  and  wife, 

To  whom  no  bribe  is  given, 
And  who  before  two  charming  eyes 

Can  hold  the  balance  even. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,    &c. 
A  Icarn'd  phyfician  of  great  fltill, 

All  cures,  like  Galen,  pat  in, 
Who  never  docs  his  patients  kill, 

Take  fees,  or  jabbers  latin. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairie?,  &c. 
A  country  fquire  who  hates  the  fmcll 

Of  Stingo  and  October, 
A  modern  poet  who  can  fpell, 

And  a  mufician  fober, 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 
Away  then,  comrades,  beat  to  arms, 

Difplay  your  fportful  banners, 
Strike  hard  at  vice,  explore  falfe  charms, 

And  catch  the  living  manners. 
Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

BALLAD. 


CHAIRS  to  mend,  old  chairs  to  mend. 
Like  min:  to  botch  is  each  man's  fate. 
Each  toils  in  his  vocation — 
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One  man  tinkers  up  the  ftate, 

Another  mends  the  nation. 
Your  parfons  preach  to  mend  the  heart, 

They  cobble  heads  at  college  ; 
Phyficians  patch  with  terms  of  art 

And  latin  want  of  knowledge. 
But  none  for  praife  can  more  contend 
Than  I, 
Who  cry 

Old  chairs  to  mend. 
Your  lawyer's  tools  are  flaws  and  pleas ; 

They  manners  mend  by  dancing; 
Wigs  are  patches  for  degrees, 

And  lovers  ufe  romancing  : 
Fortunes  are  mended  up  and  made, 

Too  frequently,  with  places — 
With  rouge,  when  their  complexions  fade, 

Some  ladies  mend  their  faces. 
But  none  for  praife,  &c. 


BALLAD. 


A  Tinker  I  am, 

Mv  name's  Natty  Sam, 
From  morn  to  night  I  trudge  it; 

So  low  is  my  fate, 

My  perfonal  eftate 
Lies  all  within  this  budget. 
Work  for  the  tinker  ho,  good  wives, 

For  they  are  lads  of  mettle — 
Twere  well  if  you  could  mend  your  lives, 
At  I  can  mend  a  kettle. 

The  man  of  war 

The  man  of  the  bir, 
Phyficians,  priefls,  free-thinkers, 

That  rove  up  and  down 

Great  London  town, 
What  are  they  all  but  tinkers  ? 

Work  for  the  tinker,  &c. 

Thofe  'mong  the  great 
Who  tiaker  the  ftate., 
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And  badger  the  minority, 

Pray  what's  the  end 

Of  their  work,  my  friend, 
But  to  rivet  a  good  majority  ? 

Work  for  the  tinker,  &c. 

This  mends  his  name, 

That  cobbles  his  fame, 
That  tinkers  his  reputation  : 

And  thus,  had  I  time, 

I  could  prove  in  my  rhyme, 
Jolly  tinkers  of  all  the  nation. 

Work  f®r  the  tinker,  &c. 


BALLAD. 


ART  one  of  thofe  mad  wags,  \vhofe. bmia 

Intruder  reafon  can't  contain, 

Who  are  of  fuch  unruly  minds, 

They  buffet  waves,  and  fpiit  the  winds ; 

In  blanket  robe,   and  crown  of  ftra\\ , 

Who  to  mad  fubjetits  deal  mad  law  ? 

If  this  'tis  makes  thy  bofom  fwtll, 

Hie  demoniac  to  thy  cell. 

Or  art  thou  drunk — a  frenzy  too, 
One  of  that  hair-br^in'd,  noify  crew, 
Who  vigils  keep  at  Bacchus'  fhrine, 
And  drown  good  reafon  in  bad  wine  ? 
Every  delire  in  lite  who  think 
Cotnprit'd  !•  a  delire  to  drink! 
If  by  this  demon  thou'rt  polTtft, 
Hie  the  good  drunkard  home  to  reft. 
Or  art  in  love,   and  fo  gone  mad  ? 
Uoft  go  with  folded  arms  ?  art  fad  ? 
Doft  ligh  ?  dofl  languifh  ?  doft  play  pranks  ? 
For  which  contempt  is  a'l  thy  thanks  ? 
Doft  pant  ?  dofl  long  for  fonie  frail  charms, 
Devoted  to  another's  arms? 
Is  this  thy  madnefs,  ftupid  tlf  ? 
Hie  thee  away  and  hang  thyfelf. 
F 
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BALLAD IN     CLUMP   AND    CUDDEN. 


WHEN  in  order  drawn  up,  and  adorn'd  in  his  heft, 
If  my  foldier  appears  with  more  grace  than  the  reft, 
If  his  gaiters  are  jet,  his  accoutrements  fine, 
If  his  hair's  tied  up  tight,  and  his  arms  brightly  fliine, 
Let  him  turn,  wheel,  or  face,  march,  kneel,  ftoop,  or  ftand, 
Anxious  fiill  to  obey  every  word  of  command; 
Ere<St  like  an  arrow,  or  bending  his  knee, 
'Tis  not  for  the  general,  'tis  all  to  pleafe  me. 
If  with  fmoak  and  with  duft  cover  'd  over  by  turns, 
To  gain  a  fham  height,  or  falfe  bafHon,  he  burns; 
If,  of  danger  in  fpight,  and  regardltfs  of  fear, 
He  rufhes  to  fight  when  there's  nobody  near  : 
In  fhortj  let  him  turn,  &c. 


BALLAD  —  IN   CLUMP  AND  CUDDEN. 


A  Novice  in  lovi-,  HIK!  a  (1  ranger  to  art, 

As  pure  ;ib  mr  willies  my  unpraetis'd  lieart; 

When  1  rijj'e  with   the  lark,  and  o«t-war!>!ed  the  thrufli, 

Free  frc  m  falfhood  or  guile,  for  I  knew  nut  to  bltifh  : 

Thofe  paft  days  I  deplore. 
.  innocence  guarded  my  unfullicd  fame, 
When  to  think,  and  to  act,  and  commend  were  the  fame  j 
When  on  my  face, 
In  artltfs  grace, 
Danc'd  frolic  J'port  and  pleafure — now  no  more. 

'  -iften'd  and  !ov'd,  ere  man  fmil'd,  and  betray'd, 
Ere  bv  horror  appali'd,  and  of  confidence  afraid  ; 
I,o  ft  to  each  fo;;d  delight  that  e'er  woman  adorn'd, 
i>y  a  iiard  judging  world  look'd  at,  r>ity'd,  and  fcorn'd, 

Thofe  paftjoyn  I  deplore  : 

Thofe  joys,  ere  by  man's  artful  treachery  forfook, 
Whk-h,  pnildtls  and  pleaied,  with  the  world  I  partook; 
When  on  my  face, 
.  i  artlefs  .^race, 
Dar.c'J  frolic  faort  and  ple.ifurc — now  no  more. 
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DUET  -  IN   CLUMP    AND   CUDPEN, 


fLA ICON. 

SAY  Fanny,  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 
Perils  to  face,  by  land  and  lea, 

That  tongue  can  neve;  tell  ye? 
And  wilt  thou  all  thete  dangers  icon), 
Whilft  ia  thefe  arms 
1  hold  thy  charms, 
Enraptur'd  ev'ry  opening  morn, 
When  the  drum  be.its  reveille*;. 

FAMNY. 

Yes,  yes,  Platoon — I'll  go  with  thce 
In  danger,  whatfoe'cr  it  be — 
i'ciievc  'tis  truth  I  tell  you  : 
My  cunftant  mind  fliall  peril  fcorn, 
Brave  all  alarms, 
So  in  my  arms 

I  hold  thee  every  opening  morn, 
When  the  drum  beats  leveillea. 

PLATOON. 

fltill  Fanny  wilt  thou  go  with  me? 
Suppofc  the  cruel  fates  decree, 

Alas  how  ftull  I  tell  you  ? 
The  news  fhould  come — thy  foldier  ftll', 
And  thou  fha't  hear, 
Appall'd  with  fear, 
Next  morning  his  fatal  piffing  bell, 
When  the  drum  beats  revtiiic^. 

FANNY. 

Still  fearlefs  will  I  go  with  tliec, . 
Refign'd  to  cruel  fate's  decree, 
And  bravely  this  [  tell  you  : 
When  on  the  fpot  my  foldier  ftll 
I'd  flied  a  tear, 
The  world  Humid  hear, 
Mingling  with  his,  my  parting  heli, 
When  the  drum  beats  reveillez. 

BOTH. 

To  the  world's  end  I'd  go  with  thee, 
Where  thou  art,  danger  ne'er  can  be; 
ITy  joy  no  tongue  can  tell  ye : 
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And  fure  fuch  love  may  perils  fcorn, 

Ei'uve  ail  alarms, 

While  in  my  arms 
1  hold  thce  every  op'ning  rnrrn, 
Wiicn  the  drum  heats  revtillcz. 


BALLAD. 

NOSEGAYS  I  cry,  ?,nd,  though  little  you  pay, 
They  are  fucti  as  you  cannot  get  every  day. 
Who'll  buy,?  who'll  buy?  —  'tis  nnft-gavs-I  cry. 
Who'll  buy  ?  who'll  buy  ?  —  'tis  nofegays  1  cry. 
Each  mincing,  ambling,  lifping  blade, 

irtVho  fmiles.  and  talks  of  blifles 
I>  never  fcl',  is  here  portray'd 
hi  form  of  a  Narciffts. 

l\cfegays  I  cry,  &c. 
Sta'efmen,  like  Indian?,  whoadcre 

The  fun,  by  courting  power, 
Cannoi  be  fliewn  their  likenefs  more 
Than  in  th'  humble  fur.-fiower. 

Nofegays  1  cry,  £c. 
Foe's  I've  here  in  fprigs  of  bars, 

Devils  in  the  bufli  are  friars  ; 
I  t,r:ies  are  criticf,  who  damn  plays, 
Aad  fatir/fll  are  briars. 

Nofegays  I  cry,   &c. 

BALLAD  —  IN    TOM    TKUT48. 


THE  younker,  who  his  fir',1  c-fl>.y 

JNKikes  in  the  front  of   battle. 
Stands  all  aglialr,  while  coborns  phiy. 

And  bulicts  round  him  rattle 
fir  Liidc  Aepb  in,   and  now  au  more 

•  Fell  fear  his  jav'liu  lances, 
Like  dulcet  flutes  the.  cannons  roar, 

And  groans  turn  country  dances 
So  frights,  and  flurries,  and  what  not? 

Upon  my  fancy  rufhcs, 
1  (esr  I  know  not  why  or  what, 

I'm  covcr'd  o'er  with  blufhcs 
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But  let  the  honey  feafon  fly, 

To  fecoml  well  my  clapper, 
The  kitchen's  whole  artillery 

Shall  grace  my  hufband's  iiapper. 

BALLAD — IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


'TIS  faid  we  venturous  die-hards,  when  we  leave  the  fliore. 
Our  friends  fhould  mourn, 
Left  we  return 
To  blefs  their  fight  no  more  : 
But  this  is  all  a  notion 

Bold  Jack  can't  underfland, 
Some  die  upon  the  ocean, 
And  fome  on  the  land : 
Then  fince  'tis  clear, 
Howe'er  we  fleer, 
No  man's  life's  under  his  command, 
Let  tempefts  howl, 
And  billows  roll, 
And  dangers  prefs  : 
Of  thofe  in  fpight,  there  are  fome  joys 

Us  jully  tars  to  blefs, 
For  Saturday  night  (till  conies  my  boys, 

To  driak  to  Poll  and  Befs. 

One  feaman  hands  the  fail,  another  heaves  the  logj- 
The  purfer  fwops 
Our  pay  for  flops, 
The  landlord  fells  us  grog  ; 
Then  each  man  to  his  ftation, 
To  keep  life's  fhip  in  trim, 
What  argufies  noration  ? 
The  reft  is  all  a  whim  : 
Cheerly.aiy  hearts, 
Then  play  your  part?, 
Boldly  refolvcd  to  fink  or  fwim ;. 
The  mighty  furge 
May  ruin  urge, 
Of  thofe  in  fpigbt,  &c. 

For  all  the  world  juft  like  the  ropes  aboard  a  fhip, 
Each  man's  rigg'd  out 
A  vcffel  flout, 
To  take  for  life  a  trip  : 

Fa 
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The  flirouds,  the  ftays,  and  braces 
Are  joys,  and  hopes,  and  fears, 
The  halliards,  flieets  and  traces, 
Scill,  as  each  pallion  veers, 
And  whim  prevails, 
Direcl  the  fails. 
As  on  the  fea  of  life  he  fleers : 
Then  let  the  ftorm 
Heaven's  face  deform, 
And  danger  orefs  : 

Of  thole  in  fpight,  £c. 


BALLAD IN  THE    WHIM  OF  THE   MOMENT. 


THE  grey-ey'd  Aurora,  in  iaflron  array, 

'Twist  my  curtains  in  vain  took  a  peep, 
And  though  broader  and  broader  ftill  brightened  the  day, 

Nought  could  wake  me,  fo  found  did  I  deep. 
At  length  rofy  Phcebus  look'd  full  in  my  face, 

Full  and  fervent  but  nothing  would  do, 
Till  the  dogs  yelp'd  impatient,  and  long'd  for  the  chafe, 

And  fhouting  appear'd  the  whole  crew. 
Come  on,  yoics  honies,  hark  forward  my  boys, 

There  ne'er  was  fo  charming  a  morn, 
Follow,  follow,  wake  Echo,  to  fhare  in  our  joys — 

Now  the  mnfic,  now  echo — mark!  mark! 

Hark!  hark! 

The  filver-mnuth'd  hounds,  and  the  mellow  ton'd  horn. 
I'rtih  as  that  fmiling  morn  from  which  they  drew  breath, 

My  companions  are  rang'd  on  the  plain, 
Bkft  with  rofy  contentment,  that  nature's  beft  wealth, 

Which  monarchs  afpire  to  in  vain  : 
Now  ipirits  like  fire  every  hofom  invade, 

And  now  we  in  order  fet  out, 
While  c;:ch   ntighb'ring  valley,  rock,  woodland,  and  glade. 

jic-vc  lies  the  air-rending  fhout. 

Come  on,  &c. 
Now  rcnard's  unearth'ci,  and  runs  fairly  in  view, 

Now  \ve've  loft  him  fo  fubtily  he  turns, 
But  the  fcert  lies  fo  ftrong,  fhll  we  ftailefs  purfue, 

While  each  object  impatiently  hums : 
Harii !  Bablcr  gives  tcnpue,  and  Fleet,  Driver,  and  Sly, 

The  fox  now  the  covert  forfakes, 
A^aiii  l.e's  in  view,  let  us  after  him  fly, 

>:i;w,  now  to  the  river  he  takes. 
Come  on,  &c. 
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From  the  river  poor  renard  can  make  but  one  pufli, 

No  longer  fo  proudly  he  flies, 
Tir'd,  jaded,  worn  out,  we  are  clofe  to  his  bruili, 

And  conqer'd,  like  Csefar,  he  dies. 
And  now  in  high  glee  to  board  we  repair, 

Where  fat,  as  we  jovially  quaff, 
jjis  portion  of  merit  let  every  man  fhare, 

And  promote  the  convivial  laugh. 
Come  on,  &c. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  WHIM  or  THE  MOMENT, 


FROM  prudence  let  my  joys  take  birth, 

Let  me  not  be  paffion's  nave, 
Approv'd  by  reafon,  fweet's  the  mirth, 

Vice  of  pleafure  is  the  grave. 
Then  ftiil  to  reafon''  dictates  true, 

Select  the  i\vc  el      i  life  like  bees; 
Thus  your  e-  j    • '      Mt  will  be  few 

But  fuch  as  on  rcheeuon  pleafe. 

Wine  exhiliratcs  the  foul, 

Infpircs  the  mirth  of  every  fcaft, 
But  gluttons  fo  may  drain  the  bowl, 

Till  man  degenerates  to  beaft  : 
Then  miith  and  wifdom  keep  in  view, 

And  freely  on  the  bottle  feize  ; 
What  though  your  pleafures  are  but  few  ! 

They're  fuch  <t»  on,  reflection  pleafe. 

Love  the  fourcc  of  human  jo\s, 

The  mind  with  blifs  that  fweetly  fills, 
Too  often  its  own  end  dcflroys, 

And  proves  the  fource  of  human  ills. 
Here  reafon'*  dictates  keep  in  view, 

Or,  farewell  freedom,  farewell  cafe, 
The  real  joys  of  life  are  few 

But  fuch  as>  on  reflection  pleafe. 
Then  while  we  meet,  let's  only  own 

Joys  that  do  honor  to  the  heart, 
And  ceafing  to  prize  thefe  alone, 

Drp'.ore  our  fra:lty,    figh,  and  part ; 
Meanwhile  to  rtafon's  <'ktates  true, 

Select  the  fwcets  of  'ifc  like  bees, 
Thus  your  enjoyments  will  be  few 

But  i'uch  as  on  reflection  pleafe. 


